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To the Right Honourable 

Charles, Lord Vifcount Townshendj 

Late one of his Majcfty's Principal Secretaries 
of State, and Knight of the Moll Noble Order 
of the Garter, &c. 

My Lo r d, 

Y Beg leave to publlfti the following poems under your 
^ patronage : A prcfent, I confefs, unworthy of it, 
and of little value, excepting what gratitude gives it : 
But, ^I fear, it may be eftecmed a boaft rather than an 
acknowledgement, or at beft, an oftentatious kind of 
gratitude, to tell the world that I have received the 
higheft obligations from the Lord Townfhend : It is an 
honour to be regarded by a perfon of fo diftinguiihed a 
<:harafter : I am proud of it, and, not being of a nature 
to be content with a filent gratitude, am not deterred 
from owning it, though it be liable to be mifcalled 
vanity. 

You have, my Lord, tlie happinefs to enjoy what that 

great ftatefman Walfingham,- who held the fame office 

>Krhich you fill with fo much honour^ frequently wiflied, 

B % liut 



4 DEDICATION. 

but never obtnincd j a retirement from bufincfs in the 
4eclenfion of life, to enjoy age in peace and tran- 
quillity: this hft a6lion fpcaks you truiy great; for 
that perfon who, by a voluntary retreat, could induf- 
trioufiy renounce all the grandeur of the world, muft^ 
evidently have a foul above it. 

Tully in bis Tufculum was never more happy, thao 
the Lord Townfliend in his Rainham, 



• Where majeftically plain 



** Pure Nature reigns, where varied views from views 

** DifFufive profpe6^s yield f : here fhagg'd with woods, 

•* Here rich with harveft, and there white with flocks, 

** And all the gay horizon fmiles around 

** Full of thy Genius I Lo ! between yon groves 

*' The dome with eafy grandeur, like the foul 

'* Of its great mafter, rifing overlooks 

*« The fubjeft regions, and commands the charms 

** Of many a plcafing landlkip, to the eye 

" Delightful change ! here groves of loftieft fhade * 

*« Wave their proud tops, and form of ftatelieft view 

•* A fylvan theatre ! while Nature's hand 

** Pours forth profufe, o'er hill, o'er vale, o'er lawn,- 

** Her choiceft bleflTmgs ; See ! where yonder lake 

** Spreads its wide liquid plain : now ftands unmov'd 

*« Pure as th' expanfe of heaven, and heaven reflefls 

*< From its broad-glittering mirrour j now with waves 

• See Mr. Thomfon's excellent poems. 

«« Curl'i 



DEDICATION. 5 

,<* Ciirl'd gently by the breeze, falutes the flowers 

" That grace its banks ! in (late the fnowy fwans 

" Arch their proud necks, and fowls of various plume 

" Innumerous, native or exotic, cleave 

** The dancing wave ! while o'er th' adjoining lawns 

** Obverted to the fouthern funs, the deer 

'* Wide-fpreading graze, or ftarting bound away 

" In crouds, then turning, filent ftand, and gaze ! 

" Such are thy beauties, Rainham, luch the haunts 

" Of angels, in primaeval guiltlefs days, 

"When man imparadis'd conversed with God/' 

This, my Lord, is but a faint pi6lure of the place 
of your retirement, which no one ever en]oyed more 
tlegantly : no part of your life lies heavy upon you j 
there is no iineafy vacancy In it j it is all filled up with 
ftudy, cxerclfc, or polite amufement : here you fhine in 
the moft agreeable, though not mod ftrongand dazzling 
ligiit : In your public ftation you commanded admira- 
tion and honour; in your private, you attracl love and 
tticem : The nobler parts of your life will be the fub- 
.'je£t of t!)e hiilorian ; and the actions of the great flatef- 
man and patriot, will adorn many pages of our future 
annals : but the affeflionate father, the indulgent maf- 
tcr, the condelccnding and bi^nevolent friend, patron, 
and companion, can only be defcribed by thofe who 
have the pleafure and happinefs to fee you a6k in all 
thofe relations : I could with delight enlarge upon this 
anyiabJe pai't of your chara6ler j but am fenfible that no 
B s ponioi 



11 



THE 

WORKS 

OF THE 

ENGLISH POETS^ 

WITH 

PREFACES, 

BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL, 
. BY SAMUEL JOHNSON. 



VOLUME THE FORTY-THIRD. 



LONDON: 

PRINTED BY R, HETTJ 

JOR C. BATHURST, J. BUCKLAND, W. STRAHAN, J. RlVINa- 
TON AND SONS, T.DAVIES, T.PAYNE, L.DAVIS, W. OWEN, 
1. WHITE, S. CROWDER, T. CASLON, T. LONGMAN, 
S. LAW, E. AND C. DILLY, J. DODSLEY, H. BALDWIN, 
J, WILKIE, J. ROBSON, J.JOHNSON, T.LOWNDES, 
T.BECKET, O.ROBINSON, T. CADE L L, W. DAVIS, 
J.NICHOLS, F. NEWBERY, T.EVANS, J. RID- 
LEY, R. BAL DWIN, G. NICOL, LEIGH AND 
SOTHEBY, J, BEW, N. CONANT, 
J.MURRAY, W. FOX, J. BOVTEti. / 



lo PREFACE. 

Sir Henry Savilie, that various lc«5lions are now grown 
fo voluminous, that we begin to value the /irft editioif» 
of hooks as mod corrcil, becaiife leaft corre6led. 

There are other critics who think themfelves obliged 
• 7 ^° ^^ "° inipeifeftions in their author ; from 
Critics, ^^^ moment they undertake his caufe, they 
look upon him, as a lorer upon his miftrefs, 
he has no fiiults, or his very faults improve into beau^ 
ties : this, indeed, is a well-natured error, but ftill 
blamcable, becaufe ii mifguides the judgment. Such 
critics a6l no lefs erroneoufly, than a judge who (liould 
refolve to acquit a perfon, whether innocent or guilty, 
who comes before him upon his trial. It is frequent 
for the partial critic to praife the work as he likes the 
author j he admires a book as an antiquary a medal, 
folely from the impreflion of the name, and not from 
the intiinfic value : the copper of a favourite writer fhall 
be more efteemed than the fineft gold of a lefs acceptable 
author: for this reafon many pcrfons have chofen to 
publifli their works without a name, and by this mef- 
thod, like Apelles, who flood unfeen behind his own 
Venus^ have received a praife, which perhaps might 
have been denied if the author had been vifible. 

But there are other critics who afl a contrary part, 

and condemn all as criminals whom they try : 

Of envious they dwell only on the faults of an author, 

and malt' ^^^ endeavour to raifc a reputation by dif- 

ctouT crt" • 

tics, praifing every thing that other men praife \ 

they have an antipathy to a fhining character, 

like fome animaU, that hate the fun only becaufe of its 



PREFACE. II 

■ brightnefs : it is a crime with them to excel ; they are a 
kind of Tartars in learning, who feeing a perfon of 
diftinguifhed qualifications, immediately endeavour to 
kill hina, in hopes to attain jud fo much merit as they 
deftroy in their adverfary. I never look into one of 
tbefe critics but he puts me in mind of a giant in ro- 
mance : the glory of the giant confifts in the number 
of the limbs of men whom he has deftroycd 3 that of 
the critic in viewing 

" — Disjedli membra Poetae/* Hor. 

If ever he accidentally deviates into praife, he does it 
that his enfuing blame may fall with the greater weight} 
he adorns an author with a few flowers, as the antients 
thofe vi6lims which they werei ready to facrifice: he 
ftudies criticifm as if it extended only to difpraife ; a 
praflice, which, when moil fuccefsful, is lead defirable. 
A painter might Juftly be thought to have a perverfe 
imagination, who (hould delight only to draw the de- 
formities and diftortions of human nature, which, when 
executed by the moil mailerly hand, ilrike the beholder 
with moft horror. It is ufuat with envious critics to 
attack the writings of others, becaufe they are good j 
. they conilantly prey upon the faireft fruits, and hope to 
fpread their own works by uniting them to thofe of 
their adverfary. But this is like Mezentius in Virgil, 
to join a dead carcafs to a living body ; and rtie only 
effe6l of it, to fill every well-natured mind with deteila- 
tion ! their malice becomes impotent, and, contrary, to 
;heir de/ign^ they give a teftimony of their enemy's 
5 merit, 
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ift PREFACE. 

merit, and flicw him to be an hero by turning all their 
weapons againft him : fuch critics are like dead coals, 
they may blacken, but cannot burn. Thefe writew 
bring to ray memory a pafTage in the Iliad, where all 
the inferior powers, the Plebs Superum, or rabble of 
the fky, are fancied to unite their endeavours to pull 
Jupiter down to the earth : but by the attempt they 
only betray their own inability ; Jupiter is ftill Jupiter, 
and by their unavailing efforts they manifeft his fupe- 
riority. 

Modefty is efiential to true criticifm : no man has a 
title to be a dilator in knowledge, and the fenfe of our 
own infirmities ought to teach us to treat others with 
humanity. The envious critic ought to confider, that 
if the authors be dead whom he cenfures, it is inhu- 
manity to trample upon their allies wiih infolence ; that 
k is cruelty to fummon, implead, and condemn them 
with rigour and animofity, when they are not in a capa- 
city to anfwer his unjuft allegations : If the authors be 
alive, the common laws of fociety oblige us not to 
commit any outrage againft another's reputation; we 
ought raodedly to convince, not injurloufiy inlult ; and 
contend for truth, not viflory : and yet the envious 
critic is like the tyrants of old, v.ho thought it not 
enough to conquer, iinlefs their enemies were made a 
■public fpeftacle, and dragged in triumph at their 
chariot-wheels : but what is fuch a triumph but a 
barbarous infult over the calamities of their fellow- 
creatures ? The noife of a day, purchafed with the 
mifery of nations ? However, I would not be thought 

to 



preface: i^ 

to ht pleading for an exemption from criticifm ; I 
would only have it circumfcribed within the rules of 
candour and humanity : wrrters may be told of their 
errors, provided it be with the decency and tendemefs 
of a friend, not the malice and pafiion of an enemy ; 
boys may be whipped into fenfe, but men are to be 
guided with reafon. 

If we grant the malicious critic all that he claims, 
and allow him to have proved his adverfary's dulnefs, 
and his own acutenefs, yet, as long as there is virtue in 
the world, modeft dulnefs will be preferable to learned 
arrogance : Dulnefs may be a misfortune, but arrogance 
is a crime j and where is the mighty advantage, if, 
while he difcovers more learning, he is found to have 
lefs virtue than his adverfary } And though he be a 
better critic, yet proves himfelf to be a worfe man ? 
Beiides, no one is to be envied the (kill in finding fuch 
faults as others are fo dull as to miftake for beauties. 
What advantage is fuch a quickfighfednefs even to the 
poiTeifors of it ? It makes them difficult to be pleafed, 
and gives them pain, while others receive a pleafure : 
they refemble the fecond-fighted people in Scotland, 
who are^fabled to fee more than other perfons 5 but all 
the benefit they reap from ^his privilege, is to difcover 
obje^ls of horror, ghofts, and apparitions. 

But it is time to end, though I have too much reafon 
to enlarge the argument for candour in criticifm, 
through a-conftioufnefs of my own deficiency : I have 
in reality been pleading my own caufe, that if I appear 
too guilty to cbtain a pardon> I may 6nd fo much 
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■ And wKen he rpoke> 
The eveilafting hills from their foundations (hook j 
The trembling mountains, by a lowly nod. 

With reverence ftruck, confefs'd the God s 
On Sion's holy hill he took his (land, 
Grafping'omnipotence in his right hahd ; 
Then mighty earthquakes rock'd the ground. 
And the fun darkened as he frownM : 
lie dealt affli^ion from his van. 
And wild confufion^from his rear j 
They through the tents of Cufhan ran. 
The tents of Cufhan quak'd with fear, 
And Midian trembled with defpair. 
• I fee ! his fword wave naked in the air j 
It fhcds around a baleful ray. 
The rains pour down, the lightnings play. 
And on their wings vindi6live thunders bear. 

When through the mighty flood. 

He led the murmuring croud, 
What aiPd the rivers that they backward fled ? 

Why was the mighty flood afraid ? 
March'd he againft the rivers ? or was he. 

Thou mighty flood ! difpleas'd at thee ? 



Variation. 

* I fee his fword wave with redoubled ire. 
Ah ! has it fet the very clouds on fire ? 
The clouds burft down in deluges of fhowers ; 
Fierce lightning flames, vindiftive thunder roars. 

The 
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' The flood beheld from far. 
The deity in all his e<juipage of war ; 
And lo ! at onct it burfts ! in diverfe falls 
On cither hand J it fwelU in cryftal walls ! 
Th' eternal rocks difclofe ! the toilincr waves 
Rufh in loud thtmder from a thonfand caves ! 
Why tremble ye, O I faithlefs, to beheld 

The opening deeps their gulphs unfold ? 
Enter the dreadful chafms ! 'tis God, who guides 
Your wondrous way \ the God who rules the tides ! 
And lo ! they march amid the deafening roar 
Of tumbling feas ! they mount the adverfe lliore ! 
Advance, ye chofen tribes ! Arabia's fands 

Lonely, uncomfortable lands! 
Void of fountain, void of rain, 

Oppofe their burning coafts in vain ! 
See I the great prophet ftand, 

Waving his wonder-working wand ! 

He ftrikes the flubborn rock, and lo ! 
The ftubborn rock feels the Almighty blow ; 
His ftony entrails burftj and rufliing torrents flow. 

• Then did the fun his fiery courfers ftay,. 
And backward held the falling day ; 

Variation. 

• Ah, what new fccnes unfold, what voice I hear; , 
Sun, ftand thousftill j thou moon, thv courfe forbear j 
Ah, . ; • . fun, thy wheels obedient Ibv, 
Doubling the iplendors of ti^c wondrous i!ay. 

C TU. 
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The nimble-footed minutes ceas'd to run. 

And urge the lazy hours on. 
Time hung his unexpanded wings^ 
And all the fecret fprings 
That carry on the year, 
Stopp'd in their full career : 
Then the aftoniftiM moon. 
Forgot her going down 5 

And paler grew, 
The difmal fcene to view. 
How through the trembling Pagan nation. 
The Almighty ruin dealt, and ghaftly defolation. 

But why, ah ! why, O Sion, reigns 
Wide wafting havoc o'er thy plains ? 
Ah ! me, deftru6lion is abroad ! 
Vengeance is loofe, and wrath from God ! 
See I hofts of fpoilers feize their prey ! 
See ! (laughter marks in blood his way ! 

The nimble-footed minutes ceafe to run. 

And urge the lazy hours on. 
Time hangs his unexpanded wings,. 

And all the fecret fprings 

That carry on the year 

Stop in their full career ; 

At once th' aftonifh'd moon 

Forgets her going down. 

And paler grows. 
To view tn' amazing train of woes; 
While through the trembling Pagan nation, 
Th' Almighty ruin desds, and ghaftly defolatiQn. < 

Seet 
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See ! how embattM ^abylon 
Like an unruly deluge .rufhes on ! 

Lo ! the field witb millions fwarms ! 
1 hear their (houts ! their claihing arms ! 
Now the confli6ling hofts engage. 
With more than mortal rage ! 

Oh! heaven! I faint I4ie! 

The yielding powers of Ifrael fly ! — 
Now bannerM hofls furroimd the walls 
Of Sion I now flie finks, fhe falls ! * 

Ah ! Sion, how for thee I mourn ! 

What pangs for thee I feel ! ♦ 

Ah ! how art thou become the Pagans' fcom, 

Lovely, unhappy Ifrael t - -• * 

A fliivering damp invades ipv, heart, 
A trembling horror ihoots through^ every parti| 

My nodding frame can fcarcf i\^in 

Th' opprcfTive load I undergo : 

Speechlefs I figh I the envious woe 
Forbids the very pleafure to complain s 

Forbids my faultering tongue ta tell 

What pangs for thee I feel, ^ < • . , 

Lovely, unhappy Ifrael ! v i. •*. ; •■ ' 

Yet though the fig-tree fhould no burthen near. 
Though vines delude the promife of the year | 
Yet though the olive Ihould not yield her oil. 
Nor the parch'd glebe reward the pegftntj toil, 
though the tir'd ox beneath his la^urg ^all. 
And herds in millions perifli from d^ ^\ j 

Cz Yet 
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Yet /hall my grateful ftriiigs 
For ever praife thy name, 
For ever thee jM'oelaim, 
'thee everlafting &od, the mighty king of kings* 



To BELINDA,' on hcrSicknefs an^ Recover) 

CJ U R E never pain fuch beauty wore^ 
*^0r look'd fo amiable before f 
You graces give to a diftafe, 
9 Adorn the pain, and make it pleafe j 
Thus burning incenfe flieds perfumes, 
Still fragrant as it dlill cOnfumes. 

Nor caA even (icknefs(, which difarrhs 
All other nymphs, dedroy ^our charms^ 
A thbufand beatities you can fparcy 
And ftill bt faireft of the fair. 

But f(fee f the pain begins to fly, 
Though Venus bled, flic cob Id not 6k y 
See ! the new Phcenix point her eye». 
And lovelier from her afties rife : 
Thus rofes, when the ftorm is o'er, 
Diraw beauties from th' inclement fliower.- 

Welcome ye hotirs t which thus repay* 
What envious fiekneft ftole away t 
Welcome as thofe which kindly bring, 
And ttfher ifli the joyous fjffing j 

Ths 



Tto ^^ L T N D A, n 

1th:it to the fmiling earth reftore 
The beaftiteods herb, and blooming flower. 
And give her all the charms flie loft 
By wintery ftorms, and hoary Troft ! 

And yet how well did (be fuftain, 
•And greatly triunr.ph o'er her pain ! 
^o flowers, when blaftmg winds invade, 
Breathe fweet, and beautifully fade. 

Now in her cheeks, and radiant eyes. 
New blufhes glow, "new lightnings rift:^ 
Tehold a thoufand charms fucceed. 
For which a thoufand hearts muft bleed \ 
Brighter from her difeafe flie (bines, , 
As fine the precious gold refines. 

Thus when the filent grave becomes 
Pregnant with life, as fruitful wombs 5 
"When the wide feas, and fpacious earth, 
Refign us to our fecond birth 5 
Our naou^der'd fraftie rebuilt afiumes 
New beauty, and for ever blooms ; 
And-, ctown'd with youth's immortal prid^, 
We angels rile, wh»4»orta!s dy'd. 
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To B E L I N D A, On her Apron embrddercd 
with Arms and Flowers. 

♦ 'T* H E liftening trees Amphion drew 

-*- To dance from hills, where once they grew j 
But you cxprefs a power more great, 
The flowers you draw not, but create. 

Behold your own creation rife, 
And fmile beneath your radiant eyes 1 
'Tis beauteous all ! and yet receives 
From you more graces than it gives. 

But faf , amid the fofter charms 
Of blooming flowers, what meln thefe anns ? 
So round the fragrance of the rofe, 
The pointed thorn, to guard it, grows. 

But cruel, you, who thus employ 
Both arms and beauty to deftroy '. 
So Venus marches to the fray 
In armour, formidably gay. 



Variation. 

• The lovely Flora paints the earth. 
And calls the morning flowers to birth : 
But you difplay a power more great ; 
She calls forth flowers, but you create. 
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It is a dreadful pkadng fight ! 
The flowers attra6l4 the arms affright 5 
The flowers with lively beauty bloom. 
The arms denounce an inftant doom. 

Thus when the Britons in array 
Their enfigns to the fun difplay, 
In the fame flag are lilies fhown. 
And angry lions fternly frown ; 
On high the glittering ftandard flies, 
And conquers all things— like your e^^. 

Part of the XXXVIII and XXXIX Chapters of 
JOB. 
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A Paraphrase. 

^^T O W from the fplendors of his bright abode 

On wings of all the winds th' Almighty rode, 
And the loud voice of thunder fpoke the God. 
Cherubs, and feraphs from coeleftial bowers. 
Ten thoufand thoufand ! bright, ethereal powers ! , 
Miniftrant round, their radiant files unfold, 
Arm'd in eternal adamant, and gold ! 
"Whirlwinds and thundrous ftoims his chariotdrtw 
'Tween worlds and worlds, triumphant as it flew : 
He flretchM his dark pavilion o^er the fioods,- 
Bade hills fubfide, and rein-d th' obedient clouds^ 
Then from his awful gloom the godhead fpoke, / 
And at his voice afiiighted nature (hook. 

C 4 V%itk 



Vain raaii! who boivliy w?li dim reafon's ray 
Vies with his God, aiid riv i!s liis full day! 

* Bat tell me now, fay how this beauteous frante 
Of all things, from the womb of nothing came 5 
When nature's Lord with one Almighty call 
From no -where rais'd the world''^ capacious ball? 
Say if thy hand direfts the various rounds 

Of the vaft earth, and circumfcribes the botmds * 

How orbs oppoB'd to orbs amid the fky. 

In concert move, and dance in harmony ? 

What wondrous pinai*s their foundations bear 

When hung felf-balancM in the fluid air ? 

Why the vaft tides fometimes with wanton play 

In fliinlng mazes gently glide away 5 

Anon, Why fwelling with impetuous ftores 

Tumultuous tumbling, thunder to the fhores ? 

By thy command does fair Aurora rife, 

And gild with purple beams the blufhing ikies ; 

The warbling lark falutes her thearful ray, 

And welcomes with his fong the rifing day; 

The rifing day ambrofial dew diftils, ~ ^ 

Th* ambrofial dew with t)almy odo'ur fills > 

The flowers, the flowers rejoice, and nature (imiles. 5 

Variation. 

* But tell me, mortal, when ih' Almighty faid. 

Be made, ye worlds ! how worlds at once were made^ 
When hofts of angels wrapt in wonder fung 
His praife as orda: from djfardcr fpiimg^ 

Wh} 
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Why night, in f^le rob'd, as day-ligftt fade»| 

0>r half the nations draws bcr awful flladds ? 

Now peaceful nsfortt lies diifusM in eafe ) 

A folemif (lilifiefs rcfgils o*er land and Teas. 

* Sleep (heifi &tt all his balm ! to iteep refigii'di 

Birds, beafh Ire hudi^ and bufy human-kind. 

Ho air of bresith difttirbs the drowzy woods, 

iio whifpiei^ itHirmii? from the fiieint fioiodV ! 

The moon fheds down a filTer-ftreaming lights 

And glad* tbe melancholic face of night * 

Now clouds (WJft-fltimming veil her fullkd ray, 

f Now bright Ae blades with a fuller day » 

The fbrs in order twinkle in the (kies» 

And fa)! in filedce, ind in filetice rife 3 

Till, as a giant ftrong, a bridegroom gay, 

The fun fprihgs dancing through the gat« of day t 

He fhakes his dewy locks, and burls his beams 

O'er the pro<id hills, and down the glowing ftreains 1 

His fiery courfcrs boXind above the main^ 

And whir) the car aiong the ethereal plaiti : 



Vauiati-ons. 

• No more the mtinftcrs of the defert roar. 
Doubling tHe terrors of the midnight hour. 
The fowl, the fiflies, to repofe refign'd, 
All, all lie hulhM, and bufy human-kind. 
The fainting murmur dies upon the floods,'^ 
'And fighing breezes lull the drowzy woods, 

?f- Now bright ffie blazes, andfupplies the day. 

Tht 



I 
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The fierj couriers and the car difplay 
A ftrcam of glory, and a flood of day. 
Pid e^er thy eye defcend into the deep. 
Or haft thou feen where infant tempefts deep ? 
Was e''er the grave or regions of the night. 
Yet trod by thee, or openM to thy fight ? 
Has death difdosM to thee her gloomy ftate. 
The ghaftly forms, the various woes that wait 
In terrible array before her awful gate ? 
Know^ft thou where darknefs bears eternal fway» 
Or, where the fource of everlafting day ? 
Say, why,' the driving hail with ruihing found 
Pours from on high, and rattles on the ground ^ 
Why hover fnows, down-wavering by degrees, * 
Shine from the hills, or glitter from the trees ? 
Say, why, in lucid drops, the balmy rain 
With fparkling gems impearls the fpangled plain } 
Or, gathering in the vale, a current flows. 
And on each flower a fudden fpring beftows f 
Say, why with gentle fighs the e^vening breeze 
Salutes the flowers, or murmurs through the trees I 
Or why loud winds in ftorms of vengeance fly. 
Howl o*er the main, and thunder in the iky ? 
Say, tQ what wondrous magazines repair 
The viewlefs beings, when ferene the air ? 
Till, from their dungeons loos'd, they roar aloud. 
Upturn whole oceans, and tofs cloud on cloud. 
While waves encountering waves in mountains drives. 
Swell to the ftarry vault, and dafli the heaven.' 

I Knaw'il 
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Know^ft thou» why comets threaten in the zir, ^ 
Heralds of woe, deftruftion, and defpair, C 

The plague, the fword, and all the forms of war ? ^ 
On ruddy wings why forky lightning flies. 
And rolling thunder grumbles in the £kies ? 
Say, can thy voice, when fultry Sirius reigns^ 
And funs intenfely glowing cleave the plains, 
Th^ exhaufted urns of thirfty iprings fupply. 
And mitigate the fever of the iky ? 
Or, when the heavens are charged with gloomy clouds^ 
And half the ikies precipitate in floods, 
Chace the dark horror of the ilorm away, 
Reftrain the deluge, and reilore the day ? 
By thee does fummer deck herfelf with charms. 
Or hoary winter lock his frozen arms $ 
Say, if thy hand inftruft the rofe to glow. 
Or to the lily give unfuUied ihow } 
Teach fruits to knit from bloflbms by degrees^ 
Swell into orbs, and load the bending trees, 
Whofe various kinds a various hue unfold, • 
. "With crimfon bluih, or burniih into gold ? 
Say, why the fun arrays with ihining dyes 
The gaudy bow that gilds the gloomy ikies ? 
He from his urn pours forth his golden fireams^ 
And humid clouds imbibe the glittering beams ^ 
Sweetly the varying colours fade or rife. 
And the vaft arch embraces half the fkics. 
Say, didft thou give the mighty feas their bars, 
• Fill air with fowl, or light up heaven with ftars, 

Whofe 
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Whoff thovfaad times ten thoufand lamps dil'play ' 
. A friendly radiatice, mingling ray with rty ? 
1 Ssly, canft thou mJe the courfeis of the Rin, 
Or lafli the l»zy fign, Bookes, on ? 
Doft them inftru6^ the eagle how to fly, 
To mount the vic^lefs winds, and tower the (kyf 
On founding pinions borne, he foars, and (hrouds 
His proud afpiring htad among the clouds 5 
^trong-pouncM, and fierce, he darts upon his prey, 1 
^- H« failt in triumph through the ethereal way, L 

Bears on the fun, and baiks in open day. 1 

Does the dread King, and terror of the wood> 
The lion, from thy hand expeft his food ? 
Stung with Iteen hunger from his den he comesy 
Ranges the plains, and o*er the foreft roams 5 

• He fnuffs the track of beafts, he fiercely roars> 
Doubling the horrors erf the midnight hours ; 
With fulien mftjefty he ftalks away, 

-And the rocks tremble while he feeks his prey ; 
Dreadiul lie gfins, he rends tlie favagc brood 
With unfbeath'd paws, and churns the fpouting blooil. 
Doft thou with <thunder aim the generous horfe. 
Add nervous limbs, or fwiftnefs for the dburfe ? 
Fleet as the wind, he (hoots along the plain. 
And knows no check, nor hears the curbing rei«n ; 

■ ■ ' ' ' ) * 

Variation. 

* He mocks the beating ftorms and wintery ihower8, 
Making night hideous, as he fternly roars. 

5 Hi» 



$is fiery eye-balls formidably bright. 

Dart a fierce glory, and a dreadful light. 

Pleased with the clank of arms, and trumpets found, 

He bounds, and prancing paws the trembling ground}. 

He fnufFs the promised Battle from afar, 

Neighs at the captains, fliouts, and thunder of tht war r 

RouzM with" the noble din and martial fight. 

Be pants with tumults of feVere delight : 

His fprightly blood an even courfe difdains. 

Pours frum his heart, and charges in his veins ; 

He braves the fpcar, and mocks the twanging bowy 

Demands the f)ght> and rti&es oir the fvoe. 

MELANCHQLYr an ODE, 
Occafioned by the Death of a beloTcd Daughter, 1723;^ 

A D 1 1/ U vain mirth, and norfy joys ! 
•^*' Ye gay defires, deluding toys ! 
Thou, thoughtful Melancholy, deign 
To hide me in thy penflve train I 

If by the fall of murnmring floods^ 
Where awfnl fliades embrown the woods^ 
Or if where winds in caverns groan, 
ThoQ wandereft Glertt and alone j 

Come, blifsful mourner, wifely fad, 
In forrow's garb, in faWe clad. 
Henceforth, thoo Care, my hours employ f 
borrow, be thoo henceforth my joy I 
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By tombs where fullen fpints ftalk^ 
Familiar with the dead I walk ; 
While to ray fighs and groans by turns. 
From graves the midnight echo mourns* 

Open thy marble jaws, O tomb. 
Though earth conceal me in thy womb ! 
And you, ye worms, this frame confound. 
Ye brother reptiles of the ground. 

O life, frail offspring of a day ! 
•Tis pufTd with one fliort gafp away ! 
Swift as the fliort- liv'd flower it files. 
It fprings, it blooms, it fades, it dies. 

With cries we uftier in our birth. 
With groans refign our tranfient breath : 
While round, ftern minifters of fate. 
Pain, and difeafe, and fonow wait. 

While childhood reigns, the fportive boy 
Learns only prettily to toy ; 
And while he roves from play to play. 
The wanton trifles life away. 

When to the noon of life we rife, 
The man grows elegant in vice j 
To glorious guilt in courts he climbs, 
Vilely judicious in his crimes. 

When youth and ftrength in age are loft, 
Man feems already half a ghoft i 
Wither*d, and wan, to earth he bows, 
A walking hofpital of woes* 



O! 
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O ! happinefs, thou empty name ! 
Say, art thou bought by gold or fame ? 
What art thou, gold, but (hining earth ? 
Thou common, fame, but common breath f 

If virtue contradi6l the voice 
Of public fame, applaufe is noife | 
£v*n viflors are by conqueft curft. 
The braveft warrior is the worft. 

Look round on all that man below 
Idly calls great, and all is (how ! 
All, to the coffin from our birth. 
In this vaft toy-fliop of the earth. 

Come then, O friend of virtuous woe. 
With folemn pace, demure, and flow : 
Lo ! fad and ferious, I purfue 
Thy fteps— adieu, vain world, adieu ! 



BAPHNIS 
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DAPHNIS AND LYCIDAS. 
A PASTORAL. 

They fing the different Succefs and Abfence of 
their Loves. 

To the Right Honourable the Lord Vifcount 
To w N s H E N D, of Raiaham in Norfolk. 

— •« Syl?ae Aint Confule dignse." ViR<?. 

D A F H N I 9. 

HO W calm the evening ! fee the falling day 
Gilds every mountain with a ruddy ray I 
In gentle figha the foftly whifpering breeze 
Salutes the flowers, and waves the trembling tree^ ^ 
Hark I the night-warbler, from yon vocal boughsy 
Glads every valley with melodious woes! 
Swift through the air her rounds the fwallow takes. 
Or fportive Ikims the level of the lakes. 
The timorous deer, fwift-ftarting as they graze. 
Bound off in crouds, then turn again, and gaze. 
See ! how yon fwans, with fnowy pride elate. 
Arch their high necks, and fail along in ftate ! 
Thy friiking flocks fafe-wanderin^r crop the plain. 
And the glad feafon claims a gladfome flrain. 
- Begin ■ ■ ■■■ Vt echoes liften to the fong. 

And, with it» fweetnefs plea^M, each note prolong ! 

L Y C I D A S. 
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L Y C I D A S. 

Sing, Mufe— and O ! may Townfhcnd deign to view 
What thcMufe fin^s, to Townfhend this is due I 
Who, carrying with him all the world a^mitesa 
From all the world Fllriftrioufly retires: 
And calmly wandering in hrs Rainham roves 
By lake, or fpring, by thicket, lawn, or groves : 
Where verdant hills, or vales, where fountains Aray, 
Charm every thought of idle pomp away: 
Uneavy'd views the Splendid toils of ftate. 
In private liappy, as in {lublic great. 

Thus godlike Scipio, on whofe cares reclin'd 
The burthen and repofe of half mankind, 
Left to the vain their pomp, and calmly ftray'd, 
The world forgot, beneath the laurel (hade ; 
Nor longer would be great, but, void of ftrife. 
Closed in foft peace his eve of glorious life. 

Feed round, my goats 5 ye (beep, iiT fafety graze j 
Ye winds* breathe gently while I tune my lays* 

The joyous fpring draws nigh ! amhrofial fhowers 
Unbind the earth, tJie earth unbinds the flowers. 
The (lowers blow fweet, the daffodils unfold 
The fpreading glories of their blooming gold« 

D A P H N I S. 

As the gay hours advance, the bloffoms fhoot. 
The knitting bloflams harden into fruit. 
And as the autumn by degrees enfues. 
The mellowing fruits difplay their (beaky hues. 

D L Y g I Q A §. 
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L Y C I D A S. 

When the winds whittle, and the tempeft roars. 
When foaming billows lafli the founding Ihores, 
The bloomy beauties of the paftures die. 
And in gay heaps of fragrant ruin lie. 

D A P H N I S. 

Severe the ftorms ! when fhuddering winter binds 
The earth! but winter yields to vernal winds. 
O ! Love, thy rigour my whole life deforms, 
More cold than winter, more fevere than ftorms ! 

L Y c I D A s. 
Sweet is the fpring, and gay the fummer hours. 
When balmy odours breathe from painted flowers } 
But neither fweet the fpring, nor fummer gay, 
When /he I love, my charmer, is away. 

D A P H N I S. 

To favage rocks, through bleak inclement Ikies, 
Deaf as thofe rocks, from me my fair-one flies : 

! virgin, ccafeto fly ! th* inclement air 

May hurt thy charms !-— but thou haft charms i 
fpare! 

L YC I D A s. 

1 love, and ever (hall my love remain. 
The faireft, kindeft virgin of the plain $ 
With equal paflion her loft bofom glows. 

Feels the fweet pains, and ftiares the heavenly woes* 

D AF H NI ! 



DAPHNiS AN» LYCIDAS. 35 

D A P H N I S. 

With a feign'd paflion, ihc I love, beguiles. 
And gayly falfc the dear diflembler frailes j 
But let her liill thofe bleft deceits employ, 
Still may fhe feign, and cheat roe into joy ! 

L Y C I D A S. 

On yonder bank the yielding nymph reclin'd, 
Gods ! how tranfported I, and (he how kind I 
There rife, ye flowers, and there your pride difplay. 
There flied your odours where the fair-one lay ! 

D A P H N I S. 

Once, as my fair-one in the rofy bower 

In gentle flumbers pafs'd the noon -tide hour. 

Soft I approached, and rapturM with the bli(s 

At leifure gaz^d, then ftole a filent kifs ; 

She wak'd 5 when confcious fmiles, but ill repreft, 

Spok^ no difdain '.——Was ever fwain fo bleft ? 

L y c I D A s. 

With fragrant apples from the bending bough 
In fport my charmer gave her fwain a blow ; 
The fair offender,, of my wrath afraid. 
Fled, till I feizM and kifs'd the blooming maid ; 
She frail'd, and vowM if thus her crimes I pay. 
She would offend a thoufand times a day ! 

D A P H N I S. 

Cer the fteep mountain, and the pathlefs mead. 
From my embrace the lovely fcorner fled } 
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But (tumbling in the flight, by chance (he fell 5 
I faw— but what — her lover will not tell ! 

L Y c I D A s. 
From me, my fair-one fled, di(rembling play^ 
And in the dark conccal'd the wanton lay j 
But laugh'd, and ibcw'd by the direfting found 
She only hid, in fecret to be found. 

D A P H N I S. 

Far hence to happier climes Belinda ((rays. 
But in my brcaft her lovely image iftays j 
O ! to thefe plains again, bright nymph, repair. 
Or from my breaft far hence thy image bear ! 

L Y c I D A s. 
Come, Delia, come, til) Delia blefs thefe feats. 
Hide me, ye groves, within your dark retreats! 
In ho) low groans^ ye winds, around me blow ! 
Ye bubbling fountains, murmur to my woe I 

D A P H N I S. 

Where'er Belinda roves, ye Zephyrs, play ! 
Where'er (he treads, ye flowers, adorn the way I 
From fultry funs, ye groves, my charmer keep ! 
Ye bubbling fountains, murmur to her deep ! 

L Y c I D A 5. 
IF (treams finooth -wandering, Delia, yield delight, 
: If the gay rofe, or lily, plea^ thy fight $ 

Smooth 
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Smooth ftreams here wander, here the rofes glow. 
Here the proud lilies rife to (hade thy brow ! 

D A P H N I S. 

Aid me, ye Mufes, while I loud proclaim 
What love inipires> and fing Belinda's name s 
Waft it, ye breezes, to the hills around, 
And iport, ye echoes, with thefayourite found. 

L Y c I D A s. 
Thy name, my Delia, fliall improve my fong. 
The pleafing labour of my ravifhM tongue : 
Her name to heaven propitious Zephyrs bear. 
And breathe it to her kindred angels there ! 

D A P H N I S. 

But fee ! the night difplays her ftarry train. 
Soft filver dews impearl the glittering plain ; 
An awful horror fills the gloomy woods. 
And bluifh mifts rife from the fmoaking floods $ 
* Hafte, Daphnis, hafte to fold thy woolly care. 
The deepening ihades inibrown th* unwholefome air. 

Variation. 
* Hafte, Lycidas, to f»ld &c« 
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Art Epiftic to my FricndMr. Elijah Fenton^ 
Author of Mariamne, a Tragedy, ijzS. 

XTTHY act thou flow to ftrikc th' harmonious fhell^ 

^ ^ Arcrfe to. fuag, who know' ft to fing fo well f 
IF thy proud Mufe the tragic bufkin wears» 
Gtieat Sophocles revives and re-appears ; 
While regularly bold, fhe nobly iings 
Strains, worthy to detain the 'ears of kings ^ 
It' by thy hand th* • Homeric lyre be ftrung. 
The lyre returns Aich foumfs as Homer fung t 
The kind compuilTon of a friend obey, 
Ami though reluelant, fweH the lofty lay ; 
Then liftcning groves once more (Iiall catch the fcundi. 
While Grecian Mtifea fmg on Britifh ground. 

Thus calm and- filent thy own f Proteus roves 
Through pearly mazes, and through coral groves ;. 
But when, emerging ft'om the aznre mam, 
Coercive bands th* unwilling Gbdconftrain, 
Then heaves his bofom with prophetic fires, 
And his tongue fpcaks fublime, what heaven infpireHv 

Envy, 'tis true, with barbarous rage, inradies 
What cv'n fierce lightnibg fpares, the Faurel fliades i 



• Mr. Fcnton tranflated four books of the Odyfley* 
f See the ftory of Prottuf, Odyfley, lib, 4. tranflat- 
ed by Mr. Fenton. 

a And 
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And critics, biased by miftaken rules, 

Like Tuckiih zealots, reverence none but fpols. . 

But praiie from fuch injurious tongues is (hatne,. 

They rail the happy atithor into fame 5 

Thus Phoebus throttgh the zodiac takes his way,. 

And rifes amid monfters into day : 

Oh vilenefs of mankind f when writing Well 

Becomes a crime, and danger to excel ! 

While nob4e fcorn, my friend, fuch infults fees. 

And flies firom towns to wilits, from men to trees* 

Free from the luft of wealth, and glittering. fnare»». 
That make th.* unhappy Gieat ia love with cares. 
Me humble joys in calm retirement pleafe,, 
A iilent happinefs, and learned eaie. 
Deny me grandeur, heaven, but goodncfs- grant ! 
A king is lefs illuftrious than a faint i 
Haily hal)t virtue I- come,, thou heavenly gueflr. 
Come, fix thy pleafing empire in my breaft ! 
* Thou know'ft her influencr, friend ! thy chearful mein^ 
Proclaims- the innocence and peace within 3 
Such )oys as none but fony of virtue kYiow, 
Shine in thy face, and in thy bofom glow. - ' - 

So when the holy nwunt the prophet trod^ 
And talked' fkmi liar as a Friend with God j 



Variation. 
• Thou fccrft her power, my friend, &c. 

Celtrftial 
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Celeftial radiance every feature Ihed, 

And ambient glories dawn'd around his head. 

Sure what th^ unthinking Great fiiiftaken call 
Their happinefs, is foH^ folly all! 
Like lofty mountains in the clouds they hide : 

Their haughty heads, but fwell with barren pride | 
And whiie low vales in ufeful beauty lie, 
Heave their proud naked fummits to the (ky i 
In honour* as in place, ye great, tranfcend ! 
An angel fal'n, degenerates to a fiend : 
Th' all-chearing fun is honour'd with his flirines, . 
Not, that he moves aloft, but that he fhmes : 
Why flames the ftar on Walpole's generous breaft ? 1 
Not that he *s higheft, but becaufe he 's beft, > 

Fond to oblige, in blefling others, blcft. J 

How wondrous few, by avarice uncontrol'd. 
Have virtuit to fubdue the thirft of gold ! 
The ihining dirt the fordid wretch enfnares 
To buy, with mighty trcafures, mighty cares : 
Blindly he courts, mifguided by the will, 
A fpecious good, and meets a real ill ; 
5o when Ulyfles ploughed the furgy main 5 
When now in view appeared his native reign. 
His wayward mates th'^olian bag unbind. 
Expelling trcafures, but out rufh'd a wind; 
The fudden hurricane in thunder roars, 
Buffets the bark, and whirls it from the (hores. 

O heaven ! by what vain paflions man is fway'd. 
Proud of his reafon, by bis will betrayed ! 

Blindly 
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Blindly he wanders m purfuit of vice. 
And hates confinf nnent^ though in paradife ; 
DoomM, when cnlarg'd, inftead of Eden's bowers. 
To rove in wilds, and gather thorns for flowers { 
Between th* extremes, direft he fees the way, 
Yet wilful fwcrves, perverfely fond to ftray ! 

Whilft niggard fouls indulge their craving thirft,- 
Rich without bounty, with abundance curft j 
The Prodigal purfues expenfive vice. 
And buys difhonour at a mighty price j 
On beds of ftate the fplendid glutton deeps. 
While ftarving merit unregarded weeps : 
His ill-plac'd bounty, while fcorn'd virtue grieves, 
A dog, a fawning fycopbant, receives 5 
And cringing knaves, or haughty flrumpets, fhare 
What would make forrow fmile, and chcar defpair. 

Then would'ft thou fteer where fortune fpreads thar 
fails? 
Go, flatter vice ! for feldom flattery ^Is : 
Soft through the ear the pleafing bane diftills : 
Delicious poifon ! in perfumes it kills 1 
Be all, but virtuous : O ! unwife to live 
Unfafhionahly good, and hope to thrive ! 
Trees that aloft with proudeft honours rife, 
Root hell -ward, and thence flourifh to the Ikicsv- 

O happier thou, my friend, with eafe content,^ 
Bleft with the confcience of a life well f^^ent I 

Nbr 
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Nor would^ft be great j but guide thy gatberM faiUf 
Safe by the (hore, nor tempt the rougher gales { 
For Aire, of all that feel the wounds of fate» 
None are compleatly wretched but the great j 
Superior woes, fuperior (hitions bring, 
A peafant deeps, while cares awake a king t ' 
Who reigns, muft fuffer I crowns with gems inlaid 
At once adorn and load the royal head t 
Change but the fcene, and kings in duft decay^ 
Swept from the earth the pageants of a day } 
There no diftin6lions on the dead await, 
£ut pompous graves, and rottennefs in ftate { 
Such now are all that (hone on earth before, 
Caefar and mighty Marlborough are no more t 
Unhallowed feet o'er awful Tully tread. 
And Hyde and Plato join the vulgar dead ; 
And all the glorious aims that can employ 
The foul of mortals, muft with Hanmer die : 
O Compton, when this breath we once refign^ 
My duft fliail be as eloquent as thine. 

Till that laft hour which calls me hence away 
To pay that great arrear which all muft pay 5 
O f may I tread the paths which faints have trod» 
Who knew they walk'd before th' all-feeing God ! 
Studious from ways of wicked men to keep. 
Who mock at vice, while grieving angels weep. 
Come, tafte, my friend \ the joys retirement brings^ 
Look down on royal ilaves, and pity kings. 

More 
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More l\appy ! laid where trees widi trees entfiiaM 
In bowery arches tremble to the windy 
With innocence and (liade like Adam bleft^ 
While a new Eden opens in the breaft I 
Such were the fcenes defcending angels trod 
In guiltlefs days, when man conversM with God* 
Then (hall my lyre to loftier founds be ftrung, 
Infpir^d by * Homer, or what thou baft fungs 
My Mufe from thine (hall catch a warmer ray | 
As clouds are brightenM by the God of day« 

So trees unapt to bear, by ait refin'd. 
With ihoots ennobled of a generous kind. 
High o*er the ground with fruits adopted riCtf 
And lift their fpreading honours to the ikies. 

A Dialogue between a Lady and her 
L o o K I N G-G LASS, while ihe had the 
Green-Sicknefs. 

'T^HE gay Ophelia view'd her face 
'*' In the clear cryftal of her glafs j 
The lightning from her eye was fled, 
Her cheek was pale, the rofes dead. 

Then thus Ophelia, with a frown :— 
Art thou, falfe thing, perfidious grown ! 
I never could have thought, I fwear. 
To find fo great a flanderer there I 

* Dr. Broome tranllated eight books of the OdyfTey. 

Falfe 
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Falfe thing 1 thy malice I defy 1 
Beaux vow I 'm fair— who never lye ; 
More brittle far than brittle thou^ 
Would every grace of woman grow. 
If charms fo great fo foon decay. 
The bright pofTefiion of a day ! 
But this I know, and this declare. 
That thou art falfe, and I am fair. 

The glafs was vex'd to be bely'd. 
And thus with angry tone reply'd : 

No more to me of falfehood talk. 
But leave your oatmeal and your chalk ! 
'Tis true, you 're meagre, pale, and wan. 
The reafon is, you 're iick for man. — 

While yet it fpoke, Ophelia frown'd, 
And da(h'd th' offender to the ground i 
With fury from her arm it fled. 
And round a glittering ruin fpread j 
When lo ! the parts pale looks difclofe. 
Pale looks in every fragment rofe j 
Around the room inftead of one. 
An hundred pale Ophelia's (hone | 
Away the frighted virgin flew. 
And humbled, from herfelf withdrew. 

The MORAL. 
Ye beaux, who tempt the fair and young, 
With fnufi^, and nonfenfe, dance, and fong ; 
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Ye men of compliment and lace I 
Behold this image in the glafss 
The wondrous force of flattery provc» 
To cheat fond rirgins into love : 
Though pale the cheek, yet fwear it glowt 
With the vermilion of the rofe « 
Praife them-— for praife is always true. 
Though with both eyes the cheat they view | 
From hateful truths the virgin flies { 
But the falfe fcx is caught with lyes. 

A Poem on the Seat of War in Flanders, 

chiefly with relation to the Sieges : 

With the Praife of Peace and Retirement. 

Written in 1710. 

*' Seceflus mei non deddis nomen, fed tranquillitatit 
" accipiant.'* Plin. 

TTAPjPY. thou Flandria, on whofe fertile plains, 
■*--*• In wanton pride luxurious plenty reigns ; 
Happy I had heaven beftow'd one blefling more. 
And plac'd thee diftant from the Gallic power I 
But now in vain thy lawns attra^l the view. 
They but invite the viftor to fubdue : 
War, horrid war, the fylvan fcene invades, 
And angry trumpets pierce the woodland fliadcs ; 
Here fliatter'd towers, proud works of many an age. 
Lie dreadful monuments of human rage j 

*2 There 
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There palaces and hallowM domes difplay 
Ma)eftic ruinsy awful in decay t 
Thy very duft, though undiftlnguifliM trod. 
Composed, perhaps, ibme hero, great and good. 
Who nobly for his country loft his blood { 
£v*n with the grave, the haughty fpoilers war. 
And death*s dark manfions wide dirdofe to air : 
0*er kings and faints infulting ilalk, nor dread 
To fpurn the alhes of the glorious dead. 

See 1 the Britannic lions wave in air! 
See ! mighty Marlbrough breathing death and war ! 
From Albion's (hores, at Anna's high commands. 
The dauntlefs hero poui-s his martial bands : 
As when in wrath ftern Mars the thunderer fends 
To fcourge his foes ; in pomp the God defcends. 
He mounts his iron car : with fury burns : 
The car fierce-rattling thunders as it turns. 
Gloomy he grafps his adamantine (hicid. 
And fcatters armies o*er th* enfanguinM field s 
With delegated wrath thus Marlborough glows^ 
In vengeance rufliing on his country^s foes. 
See ! round the hoftile towers embattled (lands 
His bannerM hoft, embodied bands by bands ! 
Hark ! the flirili trumpet fends a mortal found. 
And prancing horfes (hake the folid ground j 
The furly drums beat ternble afar, 
With all the dreadful mufic of the war ; 
From the drawn fwords effulgent flames anfe, 
Flafh o'er the plains, and lighten to the dues ; 

The 



I 
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The heavens above, the fields and floods beneath* 
Glare formidably bnghtj and (hine with death i 
In iiery dorms defcends a murderous (hower. 
Thick flafti the lightnings, fierce the thunders roar : 
As when in wrathful mood Almighty Jove 
Aims hh dire bolts red-hifHng from above ; 
Through the fing*d air, with unrcfifted fway. 
The forky vengeance rends its flaming way 5 
And while the firmament with thunder roars* 
From their foundations hurls impenal towers } 
So ru(h the globes with many a fiery round, 
Tear up the rock, or rend the ftedfaft inoiind : 
Death (hakes aloft her dart, and o*er her prey 
Stalks with dire joy, and marks in blood her way | 
Mountains of heroes (lain deform the ground. 
The (hape of man half buryM in the wound ; 
And lo \ while in the fhock of war they cloie. 
While fwords meet fwords, and foes encounter foes* 
The treacherous earth beneath their footftcps cleaves* 
Her entrails tremble, and her bofom heaves j 
Sudden in burfts of fire eruptions rife, 
And whirl the torn battalions to the ikies. 

Thus earthquakes, rumbling with a thundering found* 
Shake the firm world, and rend the cleaving ground $ 
Rocks, hills, and groves, are toft into the iky. 
And in one mighty ruin nations die. 

See \ through th* encumbered air the ponderous bomS 
Bears onagazines of death within its womb, 

E The 
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The glowing orb diiplays a blazing train. 

And darts bright honor through th' ethereal plain ; 

* It mounts tempeftuous, and with hideous found' 

Wheels down the heavens, and thunders o'er the ground i 

Th' iraprifon'd deaths rufh dreadful in a blaze, 

And mow a thoufand lives, a thouiand ways ; 

•f Earth floats with blood, while fpreading flames arifc 

From palaces, and domes, and kindle half the ikies. 

Thus terribly in air the comets roll. 
And flioot malignant gleams from pole to pole j 
'*Tween worlds and worlds they move, and from theirhaif 
Shake the blue plague,- the peftilcnce, and war. 

But who is he, who ftern bcftrides the plain, 
Who drives triumphant o'er hiige hills of flain? 
Serene, while engines from the hofl:ile tower 
Rain 'from their brazen mouths an iron fliower ? 
While turbid fiery fmoke obfcures the day; 
hews through the death ful breach his defperate way > 
Sure Jove defccnding joins the martial toil. 
Or is it Marlborough, or the great Argyle ? 

Variations. 

• Ev'n the ftern fouls of heroes feel difmay j 
'Proud temples nod, afpiring towers give way. 
Dreadful it mounts, tempeltuous in its flight, 
It finks, it falls, earth groans beneath its weight. 
Th' inSprifonM deaths rufh out in fmoke and fire, 
The mighty blee4i htaps crufti'd on heaps expire. 

f The barriers burft, wide-i^P^^^^^^g flames arife. 

Thus 
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Thus when the Grecians, furious to deftroy, 
Leverd the ftruftures of imperial Troy 5 
Here angry Neptune hurlM his vengeful mace. 
There Jove o'erturnM it from its inmoft bafe 3 
Though brave, yet vanquifird, fhe confefsM the odd% 
Her fons were heroes, but they fought with Gods. 

Ah ! what new horrors rife ? in deep array 
The fquadrons form ! aloft the ftandards play I 
The captains draw the fword ! on every brow 
Determin'd valour lours ! the trumpets blow ! 
See ! the brave Briton delves the cavern'd ground 
Through the hard entrails of the ftubbom mound ! 
And, undifmay'd by death, the foe invades 
Through dreadful horrors of infernal /hades ! 
In vain the wall's broad bafe deep-rooted lies. 
In vain an hundred turrets threat the (kies ! 
Lo ! while at cafe the bands immurM repofe. 
Nor carelefs dream of fubterranean foes. 
Like the Cadmxan hoft, embattled fwarms 
Start from the earth, and clafli their founding arms. 
And, pouring war and daughter from beneath. 
Wrap towers, walls, men, in fire, in blood, in death* 

So fome fam'd torrent dives within the caves 
Of opening earth, ingulphM with all his waves | 
High o'er the latent ftream the fhepherd feeds 
His wandering flock, and tunes the fprightly reed : 
Till from fome rifted chafm the billows rife, 
And foaming burft tumultuous to the ikies ; 

E % Then 
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Then roaring dreadful o'er the delug'd plain, 
Sweep herds and hinds in thunder to the main. 

Bear me, ye friendly powers, to gentler fcenes. 
To fhady bowers, and never-fading greens ! 
Where the flirill trumpet never founds alarms. 
Nor martial din is heard, nor clafh of arms j 
flail ye foft feats ! ye limpid fprings and floods I 
Ye flowery meads, ye vales, and woods ! 
Ye limpid floods, that ever murmuring flow ! 
Ye verdaut meads, where flowers eternal blow ! 
Ye fliady vales, where zephyrs ever play ! 
Ye woods, where little warblers tune their lay I 

Here grant me, heaven, to end my peaceful days» 
And fteal myfelf from life by flow decays ; 
Draw health from food the temperate garden yields. 
From fruit, or herb, the bounty of the fields j 
Nor let the loaded table groan beneath 
Slain animals, the horrid feafl of death : 
With age unknown to pain or /brrow blefl. 
To the dark grave retiring as to reft ; 
While gently with one figh this mortal frame 
DiflTolving turns to aflies whence it came, 
While my freed foul departs without a groan. 
And, joyful, wings her flight to worlds unknown^ 

Ye gloomy grots ? ye awful folemn cells. 
Where holy thoughtful Contemplation dwells. 
Guard me from fplendid cares and tirefome flate, 
Tliat pompous rrifery of being great t 
Happy ! if by the wife and learn'd belov'd 5 
Bat happie(l above all if felf-approv'd! 

Cow- 
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Content with eafe, ambitious to defpife 

Illuftrious vanity, and glorious vice! 

Come thou chafte maid, here ever let me ftray. 

While the calm hours Ileal unperceivM away j 

Here court the Mufes, while the fun on high 

Flames in the vault of heaven, and fires the (ky ; 

Or while the night^s dark wings this globe furround. 

And the pale moon begins her folemn round ; 

Bid my free foul to ftarry orbs repair, 

Thofe radiant worlds that float in ambient air> 

And with a regular confufion ftray 

Oblique, direct, along th'* aerial way s 

Or when Aurora, from her golden bowers. 

Exhales the fragrance of the balmy flowers, 

ReclinM in filence on a mofly bed, 

Confult the leaiiied volumes of the dead t 

Fairn realms and empires in defcription view. 

Live o>r paft times, and build whole worlds anew. 

Or from the burfting tombs in fancy raife 

The fons of fame, who liv'd in ancient days : 

And lo ! with haughty ftalk the warrior treads ! 

Stern legiflators frowning lift their heads ! 

I fee proud vi£lors in triumphal cars, 

Chiefs, kings, and heroes, feam\l with glorious fears I 

Or liften till the rapturM foul takes wings. 

While Plato reafons, or while Homer dngs. 

Charm me, yc facred leaves •, with loftier themes. 
With opening heavens, and angels robe'd in flames : 

The Holy Scriptures. 

E 3 Ye 
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Ye reftlefs paifions, while I read, be aw'd t , 
Hail ye myfterious oracles of God ! 
Here I behold how infant time began. 
How the duft mov'd and quickened into man j 
Here through the flowery walks of Eden rove. 
Court the foft breeze, or range the fpicy grove ; 
There tread on hallow'd ground where angels trod. 
And reverend patriarchs talk'd as friends with God j 
Or hear the voice to (lumbering prophets given. 
Or gaze on vifions from the throne of heaven. 

But nobler yet, far nobler fcenes advance ! 
Why leap the mountains ? why the forefts dance ? 
Why flafhes glory from the golden fpheres ? 
Rejoice, O earth, a God, a God appears ! 
A God, a God, defcending angels fmg. 
And mighty Seraphs (hout. Behold your King !; 
Hail virgin -born I lift, lift ye blind your eyes I 
Sing O '. ye dumb ! and O ! ye dead arife ! 
Tremble ye gates of hell ! in noblcft ftrains 
Tell it aloud, ye heavens ! the Saviour reigns ! 

Thus lonely, thoughtful, may I run the race 
Of tranfient life, in no unufeful eafe ! 
Enjoy each hour, nor, as it fleets away. 
Think life too fhort, and yet too long the day j 
Of right obfervant, while the foul attends 
Each duty, and makes heaven and angels friends. 
And thou, fair peace, from the wild floods of war 
Corae dove-likej^ and thy blooming olive bear j 

TtU 
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Tell rae, ye vi6lors, what ftrange charms ye find 
In conqueft, that deflru^Vion of mankind ! 
Unenvy'd may your laurels ever grow, 
. That never flourifli but in human woe. 
If never earth the wreath triumphal bears. 
Till drench'd in heroes blood, or orphans tears. 

Let Ganges from afar to flnugliter train 
His fable warriors on th' embattled plain ; 
Let Volga's fons in iron fquadrons rile. 
And pour in millions from her frozen C;:es ; 
Thou, gentle Thames, flow thou in peaceful ftrcams. 
Bid thy bold fons reftrain their martial flaiues j 
In thy own laurel's (hade great Marlborough ftay, 
There charm the thoughts of conquered worlds away j 
Guardian of England ! born to fcourge her foes, 
Spealc, and thy word gives half the world repcfe } 
Sink down, ye hills, eternal rocks fubfide, 
Vanifh ye forts, thou ocean drain thy tide j 
We fafety boaft, defended by thy fame. 
And armies — in the terror of thy name ! 
Now fix o'er Anna's throne thy \\6iov blade. 
War be thou chain'd ! ye ftreams of blood be ftay'd I 
Though wild ambition her juft vengeance feels. 
She wars to fave, and where (he ilrikes, /he heals. 

Sx) Pallas with her javelin fniote the ground. 
And peaceful olives flouiifti'd from the wouml. 



To 
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To the Right Honoarable Charles Lord 
CosNWALLxis^ Baron of Eye, Warden, 
Chief Jufticc, and Jufticc in Eyre of all His 
Majefty's Forefts, Chafes, Parks and Warrens 
on the South Side of Trent. 



-cT^pSj' TO/ T»TO itlJ^UfJLi 



M»i?/z<t ■ Odyffey, Lib. 15. 

/^Thou whofc virtues fan6lify thy ftatc, 
^^ O great, without the vices of the great ! 
Form'd by a dignity of mind to pleafe, 
To think, to a£l with elegance and eafe ! * 
Say, wilt thou liften while I tune the ftring. 
And fing to thee, who gav'ft me eafe to fing ? 
Unfkiird in verfe, I haunt the filent grove. 
Yet lowly (hepherds fing to mighty Jovej 
And mighty Jove attends the ihepherds vows. 
And gracious what his fuppliants aik beftows : 
So by thy favour may the Mufe be crownM, 
And plant her laurels in more fruitful ground j 
The grateful Mufe fhall in return beftow 
Her fpreading laurels to adorn thy brow. 

Addition. 

• Firm to thy king, and to thy country brave 5 
Loyal, yet free | a fubje^, not a flave $ 
Say, &c. 

Thu« 
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ThuSy guarded by the tree of Jove, a flower 
Shoots from the earth, nor fears th* inclement (hower ; 
Andy when the fury of the dorm is laid. 
Repays with fweets the hofpitable (hade, 

Severe their lot, who when they long endure 
The wounds of fortune, late receive a cure ! 
Like (hips in ftorms o*er liquid mountains toft, 
Sre they are fav^d muft almoft fir ft be loft ; 
But you with fpeed forbid diftrefs to grieve : 
He gives by halves •, who hefitates to give. 

Thus when an angel views mankind diftreft. 
He feels compaflion pleading in his breaft $ 
Inftant the heavenly guardian cleaves the ikies. 
And, pleasM to fave, on wings of lightning flies, f 



Addition. 

f Few know to a(k, or decently receive | 
And fewer ftill with dignity to give t 
If earn'd by flattery, gifts of higheft price 
Are not a bounty, but the pay of vice. 
Some wildly lavilh, yet no friend obtain ; 
Nor are they generous, but abfurd and vain. 
Some give widi furly pride and boiftcrous hands. 
As Jove pours rain m thunder o''er the lands. 
When merit pleads, you meet it and embrace^ 
And give the favour lufire by the grace ; 
So Phoebus to his warmth a glory joins, 
Bleflling the world, and while he blefTes (hines. 

* The Lord Comwallis, in a moft obliging man- 
Tier, recommended die author to the re^ory of 
Pulham. 

Some 
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Some the v^in ptomifes of courts betray, 
Aii4 gayiy ftrayi«g, t?bey are pleasM to ftray j 
The flattering nothing ftill ileludes their eyes. 
Seems ever «ear, yet ever 4iftant flies : 
As perfpeSlIves prefcnt the obje6l nigh, 
Though far rerao/d from the miftaking eye ; 
AgaiRft our reafoji fondly we believe, 
Aflift the fraud, and teach it to deceive ; 
As the faint traveller, when night invades. 
Sees a falfe light relieve the ambient (hades^ 
Pleas'd he beholds the bright dclufion play. 
But the falfe guide (hines only to betray : 
Swift he.purfues, yet ftiil the path miftakes. 
O'er dangerous marfhes, or through thorny brakes j 
Yet obftinate in wrong he toils to ftray, 
With many a weary ftride, o'er many a painful way 
So man purfues the phantom of his brain. 
And buys his difappointilient with his pain t 
At length when yenrs invidioufly deftroy 
The power to tafte the long-expcftcd joy. 
Then fortune envious fheds her golden fliowers, 
Malignjy fmiles, and curfes him with fl:ores. 

Thus o'er the urns of friends depaited weep 
The mournfuf kindred, and fond vigils keep j 
Ambrofial ointments o'er their afhes filed. 
And fcatter ufelds rofes on the dead ; 
And when no more avail the world's dtlights^ 
The fpicy odours, and the^foleran rites j 

Th4 



To LORD CORNWALLIS. 5^ 

With fruitlefs pomp they deck the fcnfeJefs toabs^ 
And wafte profulely floods of vain perfumef . 



The R O S E-B U D: 

To the Right Honourable the Lady J a *i 1 
Wharton. 

OUEEN of fragrance, lovely Rofe, 
The beauties of thy leaves difclofe ! 
The winter's paft, the tempefts fly, 
Soft gales breathe gently through the flcy j 
The lark fweet warbling on the wing 
Salutes the gay return of fpring : 
The filver dews, the vernal Ihowers, 
Call forth a bloomy wafte of flowers ; 
The Joyous fields, the fliady woods, ^ 
Are cloathM with green, or fwell with buds-^ 
Then hafte thy beauties to difclofe. 
Queen of fragrance, lovely Rofe 1 

Thou, beauteous flower, a welcome gucft, 
Shalt flourifli on the fair-one's breaft, 
Shalt grace her hand, or deck her hair, 
The flower moft fweet, the nymph moft fair ; 
Breathe foft, ye winds ! be calm, ye ikies ! 
Arife ye flowery race, arife I 

Arid 
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And hade thy beauties to d'Moftp 
'Queen of fragrance, lovely Rofe ! 

But thou, fair nymph, thyfelf furvey 
In this fweet offspring of a day ; 
That miracle of face muft fail. 
Thy charms are fweet, but charms are frail : 
Swift as the ihort-liv'd flower they fly. 
At morn they bloom, at evening die : 
Though ficknefs yet a while forbears. 
Yet time deftroys what ficknefs fpares ; 
Now Helen lives alone in fame, 
And Cleopatra *s but a name ; 
Time muft indent that heavenly brow. 
And thou muft be, what they are now. 

This moral to the fair difclofe, 
Qiieen of fragrance, lovely Rofe. 

BELINDA at the B A T H. 

ITTTHILE in thefc fountains bright Belinda la% 
^ ^ She adds new virtues to the healing waves j 
Thus in Bethefda's pool an angel flood, 
Bad the ibft waters heal, and bleft the flood ; 
But from her eye fuch bright deftru6lion flies, 
In yain Acy flow ! for her, the lover dies. 

No more let Tagus boafl, whofe beds unfold 
A fiuning treafure of all -conquering gold ! 

^ 
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No more the • Po ! whofe wandring waters ftiay 
In mazy errors, through the ftarry way 5 
Henceforth thefc fprings fupcrior honours (hare. 
There Venus laves, but my Belinda here. 

THE coy. 

An ODE. 

T OVE is a noble rich repaft, 
'^^ But feldom fhould the lover tafte j 
When the kind fair no more reftrains. 
The glutton furfeits, and difdains. 

To move the nymph, he tears beftovvs. 
He vainly iighs, he falfely vows } 
The tears deceive, the vows betray. 
He conquers, and contemns the prey. 

Thus Ammon's fon with fierce delight 
Smird at the terrors of the fight ; 
The thoughts of conqueft charmed his eyes. 
He conquerM, and he wept the prize. 

Love, like a profpeft, with delight 
Sweetly deceives the diftant fight, 
Where the tir'd travellers furvey, 
O'er hanging rocks, a dangerous way. 

Yc 

• *« — Eridanum cernes in parte locatum 

coeli.*' . Tull. in Arateis. 

** Gurgit " lerco fubterluit Oriona." Claud, - 
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•Ye fair that would viftorious prove, 
Seem but half kind, when moft you love ; 
DamoA purfues if Cselia flies. 
But when her love is bom, his dies. 

. Had Danae the young, the fair, 
B^n free, and unconfin'd as air 5 
Free from the guards and brazen tower. 
She 'd ne'er been worth a golden fliower. 



To the Honourable Mrs. Elizabeth 
Town SH END, afterwards Lady Corn- 
WALLis, on her Figure, at Rainham. 



eT/o^ t icTi ^pfcycc^. Odyfley. Lib. 1 8, 

A Hi cruel hand, that could fuch power employ 
^^^ To teach the pi^liir'd beauty to deftroy ! 
Singly flie charrti'd before, but by his Ikill 
The living beauty and her likenefs kill ! 
Thus when in parts the broken mirrours fall, 
A face in all is feen, and charms in all ! 

Think then, O faireft, of the fairer race, 
What fatal beauties arm thy heavenly face, 
Whofe very ihadow can fuch flames infpire ; 
Wc fee 'tis paint, and yet we feel 'tis fire. 

See! 



To thB Hon. Mrs. Tpwnshend. $% 

See ! with falfe life the lovely image glows, 
And every wondrous grace tranfplanted ihows $ 
Fatally fair the new creation reigns, 
Chaims in her fliape, and multiplies our pains ; 
Hence the fond youth, that eafe by abfence found. 
Views the dear form, and bleeds at every wound j 
Thus the bright Venus, though to heaven flie foar'd, 
Reign'd in her image, by the world ador'd. 

O ! wondrous power of mingled light and fhades ! 
Where beauty with dumb eloquence perfuades. 
Where paflions are beheld in pifturc wrought. 
And animated colours look a thought : 
Rare art ! on whofe commanci all nature waits ! 
It copies all Omnipotence creates ; 
Here crowned with mountains earth expanded lies. 
There the proud feas with all their billows rife ; 
If life be drawn, refponfive to the thought 
The breathing figures live throughout the draught | 
The mimic bird in (kics fi6litious moves. 
Or fancy'd beads in imitated groves : 
Ev''n heaven it climbs -, and from the forming hands 
An angel here, and there a • Townihend ftands. 

Yet, painter, yet, though art with nature ftrivc. 
Though ev'n the lovely phantom feem alive. 
Submit thy vanquifli'd art ! and own the draught 
Though fair, defeftive, and a beauteous fault j 

• Now Lady Comwallis. 
S Charms, 
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CharmSy fuch at hers» inimitably greats 

He only can exprefs, that can cteate. 

Could'ft thou cxtraft the whitencfs of the fnow. 

Or of its colours rob the heavenly bow, 

Yet would her beauty triumph o'er thy (kill. 

Lovely in thee, herfelf more lovely ftill ! 

Thus in the limpid fountain we dtfcry 
The faint refemblance of the glittering iky; 
Another fun difplays his leiTenM beams, 
Another heaven adorns th' enlightned dreams ; 
But though the fcene be fair, yet high above 
Th' exalted ikies in nobler beauties move; 
There the true heaven's eteinal lamps difplay 
A deluge of inimitable day. 

To Mr. POPE, on his Works, 1726. 

T E T vulgar fouls triumphal arches raife, 
-■^ And fpeaking marble to record their praife ; 
Or carve with fruitlefs toil, to fame unknown. 
The mimic feature on the breathing ilone 5 
Mere mortals, fubjeft to death's total fway. 
Reptiles of earth, and beings of a day ! 
*Tis thine, on every heart to grave thy praife, 
A monument which worth alone can raife ; 
Sure to furvive, when time ihall whelm in duit» 
The arch, the marble, and the mimic buil ; 
Nor till the volumes of th' expanded iky 
Blaze in one flame, ihalt Thou and Homer die ; 

5 Whci 



To Mn. POPE. 1$ 

When fink together in the world^s laft fires 
What heaven created, and what heaven infpirct. 

If aught on earth, when once this breath is fled. 
With human tranfport touch the mighty dead } 
Shaker)>eare rejoice ! his hand. thy page refines. 
Now every fcene with native brightnefs (hines ; 
Juft tp thy fame, he gives thy genuine thought. 
So Tiilly publiftiM what Lucretius wrote ; 
Pi-unM by his care, thy laurels loftier grow. 
And bloom afrefli on thy immortal brow. 

Thus when thy draughts, O Raphael, time invades. 
And the bold figure from the canvas fades i 
A rival hand recalls from every part 
Some latent grace, and equals art with art { 
Tranfported we furvey the dubious ftrife. 
While the fair image ftarts again to life. 

How long untun\l had Homer's facred lyre 
Jarr'd grating difcord, all extin£l his fire f 
This you beheld 5 and, taught by heaven to fing, 
Caird the loud mufic from the founding ftring ; 
Now wak'*d from flumbers of three thoufand years. 
Once more Achilles in di-ead pomp appears. 
Towers o'er the field of death ; as fierce he turns. 
Keen fiafh hi« arms, and ail the hero bums ; 
His plume nods horrible, his helm on high 
With cheeks of iron glares againft the (ky 5 
Wiih martial ftalk, and more than mortal might. 
He Arldcs along, he meets tlie Gods in fight j ^ 

F Then 
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Tben the pale Titans, chaioM on burning flores. 
Start at the din that rends th' infernal ihorts ; 
Tremble the towers of heaven ; earth rocks her coaft 
And gloomy Pluto (hakes with all his ghofts^. 
To every theme refponds thy various lay. 
Here pours a tonent, there maeanders play ; 
Sonorous as the ftorm thy numbers rife, 
Tofs the wild waves, and thunder in the ikies j 
Or fofter than a yielding virgin's figh. 
The gentle breezes breathe away, and die. 
How twangs the bow, when with a jarring fpring 
The whizzing arrows vaniih from the ftring ! 
When giants ftrain fome rock's vaft weight to fhove, 
The flow verfe heaves, and the clogg'd words fcarce mo' 
But when from high it rolls, with many a bound. 
Jumping it thundering whirls, and ruflies to thegroun 
Swift flows the verfe when winged lightnings fly. 
Dart from the dazzled view, and flafli along the flcy j 
Thus, like the radiant God who flieds the day. 
The vale you paint, or gild the azure way ; 
And, while with every theme the verfe complies. 
Sink, without groveling} without raihnefs, rife. 

Proceed, great bard, awake th' harmonious ftring^ 
Be ours all Homer, ftill Ulyffes fmg ! 
Ev'n I, the meaneft of the Mufes train,. 
Inflam'd by thee, attempt a nobler flrain; 
Adventurous waken the * Maeonian lyre, 
Tun'4 by your hand, and Cmg as you infpire y 

• • The author tranflated eight books of the Odyffey. 
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So armM by great Achilles for the fight, 
Patroclus coj^qiyer'd >n Achilles' might j 
Like theirs our friendfhip ! and I boaft my name 
To thine united, for thy friendship's fame. 

How Jong Ulyfles, by unfkilful hands 
Stript of his robes, a beggar trod our lands. 
Such as he wander'd o'er his native coa((. 
Shrunk by the • wand, and all the hero loft ; 
O'er liis fmooth ikin a bark of wrinkles fpread. 
Old age difgrac'd the honours of his head 5 
Nor longer in his h^avy cyc-ball fhin'd 
The glance divine forth-beaming from the mind : 
But you, like Pallas, every limb infold 
With royal robes, and bid him fliine in gold ; 
Touch'd by your haiid, his manly frame improves 
With air divine, and like a God he moves. 

This labour paft, of heavenly fubjefls fing, 
While hovering ?ingels liftcn on the wing j 
To hear from earth fuch heart-felt raptures rife. 
As, when they iing, fufpended hold the (kies : 
Or, nobly riling in fair virtue's caufe, 
From thy own life tranfcribe th' unerring laws 5 
Teach a bad world beneath her fway to bend. 
To verfe like thine fierce favages attend. 
And men more fierce ! When Orpheus tunes the lay,. 
Ev'n fiends relenting hear their rage away. 

• Seethe x6th Odyffey, ver. it 6, and 476. 

F » Parif 
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Part of the T E N T « Book of the Iliads of 
Homer. 

In the Stile of Milton. 

NO W high advanc'd the night, o'er all the hoft 
Sleep (hed his foftell balm ; reftlefs alone 
Atrides lay, and cares revolved on cares. 

A« when with rifing vengcarxc gloomy Jove 
Pours down a watery deluge, or in ftorms 
Of hail or fnow commands the goary jaws 
Of war to roar ; through all the kindling ikies. 
With flaming wings on lightnings Ughtnings play.: 
So while Atrides meditates the war. 
Sighs after fighs burft from his manly breaft, 
And (hake his inmoft foul : round 6*er the fields 
To Troy he turns his eyes, and round beholds 
A thoufand fires blaze dreadful j through his ears 
Paflcs the direful fymphony of war. 
Of fife, or pipe, and the loud hum of hofts 
Strikes him difmay'd : Now o'er the Grecian tenti 
His eyes he rolls i now from his royal 'head 
Rends. the fair curl in facrifice to Jove, 
And his bi'ave heart heaves with imperial woes. 

Thus groans the thoughtful king, at length refoWcs 
To feek the P.ylian fage, in wife debate 
To ripen high defigns, and from the fword 
Preserve his handed legions : Pale and fad 
{ ^Uprofe the monarch : inilant o'er his breaft 
A robe he threw^ and on his royal feet 

7. -GHtterV 
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Glitter'd th* embroidered fandals j o'er his back 
A dreadful ornament, a lion's fpoils, 
With hideous grace down to his ankles hung. 
Fierce in his hand he grafpM a glittering fpear. 

With eiqxial care was Menelaus tofsM, 
Sleep from his temples fled, his generous heart 
Felt all his people's woes, who in his cauie 
Stem'd the proud main, and nobly flood in arms* 
Confronting death : A leopard's fpotted fpoils 
Terrific clad his limbs, a brazen helm 
Beamed on his head^ and in his hand a fpear. 
Forth from his tent the royal Spartan ftrode 
T© wake the king of men j him wak'd he found 
Clafping his polifli'd arms; with rifing joy 
The heroes meet, the Spartan thus began:. 

Why thus in arms, my prince ? fend'A>>tiioafome fpy.' 
To view the Trojan hoft ? alas ! I fear. 
Left the moft dauntlefs fons of glorious- war 
Shrink at the bold defign ! this talk demands 
A foul refdlvM, to pafs the gloom of night,. 
And 'midfl her legions fearch the powers of Troy.- 

O prince, he cries, in this difaflrous hour 
Greece all our counfel claims, now, now demands 
Our deepeft cares ! the power omnipotent 
Frowiw on our arms, but fmiles with afpeft mild 
On iHe^r's incenfe : Heavens ! what fon of fame,« 
Renown'd in ftory, e'er fuch deeds atchicv'd 
In a whole life, as in one glorious day 
This favourite of the ikies ? and yet a man t 

F 3> A mon^V 
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A mortal ! bom to die ! but fuch his dcedi 
As future Grecians (hall repeat with tears 
To children yet unborn.— But hafte, repair 
To Ajax and Idomeneus ; we wake 
Ourfelf the PyHan fage j to keep the guards 
On duty, be his care ; for o>r the guards 
His fon prefides no£Vurnal, and in arms 
JHis great compeer, Meriones the bold. 

But fay, rejoins the prince, thefe orders bome« 
There Hiall I ftay, or, meafuring back the (bores. 
To thee return ?— -No more return, replies 
The king off hofts, left treading different ways 
We meet no more : for through the camp the ways 
Lie intricate and various, but aloud 
Wake every Greek to martial fame and armsy 
Teach them to emulate their godlike fires j 
And thou awhile forget thy royal birth, 
And (hare a foldier^s cares : the proudeft king 
Is but exalted duft ; and when great Jove 
Caird us to life, and gave us royal power> 
He gave a fad preheminence of woes. 

He fpoke, and to the tent of Neftor turns 
His ftep majeftic : on his couch he found 
The hoary warrior ; all around him lay 
His arms, the (hield, the fpears, the radiant helm, 
-And fcarf of various dye 5 with thefe array'd. 
The reverend father to the field of fame 
Led his bold files ; for, with a brave difdain. 
Old as he was^ he fcornM the eafe of age. 

Suddc 
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Sudden the monarch ftarts, and half upraisM, 
Thus to the king aloud ; What art thou, fay ? 
Why in the camp alone ? while others fleep. 
Why wandered thou obfcure the midnight hours ? 
Seek^ft thou fome centinel, or abfe'nt friend ? 
Speak inftant ! ^Silent to advance, is death ! 

O pride of Greece, the plaintive king retunui^ 
Here in thy tent thou Agamemnon view^ft, 
A prince, the moft unhappy of mankind} 
Woes I endure, which none but kings can feel. 
Which ne'^er will ceafe until forgot in death : 
Penfive I wander through the damp of nightt 
Through the cold damp of night; diftre^M I alone! 
And flee^) is grown a ftranger to my eyes : 
The weight of all the war, the load of woes 
That ppefles every Greek, united falU 

On me the cares of all the hoft are mine ! 

Grief difcompofes, and diftrafts my thoughts^ 
>ly reftlefs panting heart, as if it ftrove 
To force its prifon, beats againft my fides ! 
My ftrength is faiTd, and even my feet refufe 
To bear ib great 1 load of wretchednefs ! 

But if thy wakeful cares (for o'er thy head 
Wakeful the hours glide on) have aught matured 
Ufeful, the thought unfold j but rife, my friendj 
Vilit with me the watches of the night 5 
ieft tir'd they fleep, while Troy with all her war 
Hangs o*er our tents, 'and now, perhaps ev*n now 
Ai'm« ber proud bands. Ariie, my friend* ariic ! 

F4 To 
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To whom the Pylian : Think not, mighty king» 
Jore ratifies vain He^lor's haughty views j 
A fudden, fad reverfc of mighty woes 
Waits that audacious vi6lor, when in arms 
Dreadful Achilles fiiines. But now thy fteps 
Keftor attends : Be it our care to yirake 
Sage Ithacus, and Diomed the brave, 
Meges the bold, and in the race renowned 
Oi'lean Ajax : To the (hips that guard 
Outmoft the camp, fome other fpeed his way 
To raife ftern Ajax and the Cretan king. 
But love, nor reverence to the mighty namt 
Of Menelaus, nor thy wrath, O king. 
Shall ftop my free rebuke : Sleep is a crime 
When Agamemnon wakes, on him it lies 
To fliare thy martial toils> to court the peer* 
To aft the men : this hour claims all our cares. 

Reierve, rejoins the king, for future hours 
Thy generous anger : Seems the royal youth 
Remifs ? '*ti& not through indolence of foul. 
But deference to our power j for our commands 
He waits, and follows when we lead the way. 
This night, difdaining reft, his fleps he bent 
To, pur pavilion ; now th' illuftrious peers 
Raised at his- call, a chofen fynod (land 
Before the gates 5. hade, Neftor, hafte away. 

To whom the fage well pleased : In-fuch brave hand 
No Greek will envy power : with loyal joy 
$uhifi^ obey,, when men of worth command. 
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He added not, but o^er his manly bread 
Flung a rich robe y beneath, his royal feet 
The glittering fandals flione : a foft, large veff. 
Florid with purple wool, his aged liinb» 
Graceful adornM : tipt with a ftar of brafs 
A ponderous lance he grafpM, and ftrode away 
To wake fage Ithacus r aloud his voice 
He raisM j his Toice was heard, and froAi his tent 
Inftant Ulyifes fpning; and why, he cry'd. 
Why thus abroad in the chill hours of night ? 
What new diftrefs invades ?— Forgive my cares^ 
Re])ly'd the hoary fage j for Greece I wake,. 
Greece and her dangers bring me to thy tent y 
But hafte, our wakeful peers in council mect^ 
This, this one night determines flight or war. 

Swift at the word he feiz'^d his ample (hield, 
And ftrode along ; and now they bend their way 
To wake the brave Tydides : him they found 
Stretch'd on the earth,. arrayM in (hining arms^ 
And round, his brave companions of the war 1 
Their fliields.fuftain'd their heads, ere£l their fpears 
Shot through th' illuminM air a ilreaming ray, 
Keen as Jove's lightning wingM athwart the fkies. 
Thus flept the chief : beneath, him on the ground 
A favage bull*) black bide was coird, his head 
A fplendid carpet bore : the flumbering king 
The Pylian gently with, thefe words awakes r 

Rife, fon of Tydeus ! ill, a whole night's rttt 
8uit« yvith tha brave ! aqd (leep^ft thou, while proud Tcoy 

HangStf 
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The royal Spartan, nor great Neftor's heir. 
Nor greater Ithacus ; his manly heart 

SwelVd at the view of fame. Elate with joy 

Atrides faw, and O ! thou beft of friends. 
Brave Diomed, he cries, of all the peers 
Chufe thou the valianteft ; when merit pleads. 
Titles no deference clarm ; high birth and ftate 
To valour yield, and worth is more than power. 

Thus, fearing for his brother, fpoke the king,. 
Not long 1 for Diomed difpels his fears. 

^ Since free my choice, can I forget my friend. 
The man, for wifdom^s various arts renown 'd ; 
The man, whofe dauntlefs foul no toils difmay, 
tJlyffes, Tov'd by Pallas ? through his aid 
Though thoufand fires oppofe, a thousand fires 
Oppofe in vain ; his wifdom points the way. 

Nor praife, nor blame, the hero ftrait replies j. 
You fpeak to Greeks, and they UlyfTes know ; 
But hafte, fwift roll the hours of night, the morn 
Already haftens to difplay her beams. 
And in the vault of heaven the ftars decay. 

Swift at the word they iheath their manly limbs 
Horrid in arms, a two-edg'd fword and (hield 
Neftor^s bold fon to ftern Tydides gave ; 
A tough bull's hide his ample helmet form'd. 
No cone adorn'd it, and no plumy crefl: 
Wav'd iri the air 5 a quiver and a bow. 
And a huge faulchion great UlyfTes bears^ 

Tht 



HOMER'S ILIAD, B. X. 77 

The gift of Merion i on his head an helm 
Of leather nodded, firm within, and bound 
With many a thong j without, in dreadful rowt 
*The fnowy tufks of a huge favage boar 
Grinn'd horrible 5 thus arm'd, away they ftalk 
Undaunted : o>r their lieads the martial maid 
Sends on the nght an her'n^ ihe ambient gloom 
Conceals him from the view, but loud in air 
They hear the clangor of his founding wings. 
Joyful the profperous fign Ulyifes haird. 
And thus to Pallas : Offspring of dread Jove, 
Who hulls the buiiiing bolts : O guardian power 
Prefent in all my toils, who vieweft my way 
Where'er I move, now thy coeleftial aid, 
Now, goddefs, lend ! may deeds this night adorn. 
Deeds that all Troy may weep 4 may we return 
Jn faftty by thy guidance, heavenly maid ! 

Tydides caught the word, and O ■! he cries. 
Virgin armipotent, now grant thy aid. 
As to my firel He by the gulphy flood 
Of deep iEfopus left th* embattled bands 
Of Greece in arms, and to imperial Thebes 
Bore terms of peace j but as from haughty Thebet 
Alone he journeyed, deeds, heroic deeds, 
His arm atchievM, for Tydeus was thy care : 
Thus guard his offspring, O ! ftem queen of arms, 
So (hall an heifer on thy altars bleed 
Young and untamed, to thee her blood I pour. 
And point her lunar horns with burnilU'd gold. 

Thui ^ 
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Thus pray the chiefs, and Pallas hears their prayer j 
Then, like two lions through the ihades of night, 
Dai>ntlefs they ftride along ; and hold their \yay 
Through blood, and mangled limbs, o^er arms and 

death.r 
• Nor pafs they far, e>r the fagacious eye 
Of Ithacus dilcerns a diilant foe 
Coafting from Troy, and thus to Diomed : 

See ! o>r the plain fome Trojan bends this way 
Perhaps to fpoil the flain ! or to our hoft 
Comes he a fpy ? Beyond us o'er the field 
'Tis heft he pafs, then fudden from behind 
Rufli we precipitant : but if in flight 
His aftive feet prevail, thy fpear employ 
To force him on our lines, left hid in (hades* 
Through the duik air he re-efcape to Troy. 

Then couching to the ground, ambufh'd they lay 
Behind a hill of flain : onward the fpy 
Inceflant mov'd : He pafs'd, and now arofe 
The fierce purfuers. Dolon heard the found 
Of trampling feet, and panting, liflening flood f 
Now reach'd the chiefs within a javelin's throw, 
3 tern foes of Dolon ! fwift along the fliores 
He wing'd his flight, and fwift along the fliores- 
They ftill purfued: as when two flcilful hounds 
jChace o'er the lawn the hare or bounding roe. 
Still from the iheltcring brake the game they turn, 
Stretch- every serve, and bear upon the prey I 

♦v.. 339. 
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So ran the chiefs, and from the hoft of Troy 

TurnM the fwift foe x now nigh the fleet they flew^ 

Now almoft mingled with the guards, when lo ! 

The martial goddefs breath\i heroic flames 

Fierce on Tydidcs' foul : the hero fear*d 

Left Come bold Gjeek fliould interpofe a wound. 

And raviih half the glories of the nights 

Furious he (hook his lance, and, Stand, he cry'dy 

Stand, or thou dyeft : then fternly from his arm 

Launched the wild fpear ;• wilful the javelin err'di 

But whizzing o'er his flioulder, deep in earth 

Stood quivering, and he quaking ftop'd aghaft 5 

His teeth all chatter'd, and his flack knees knock'd'f 

He feem'd the tloodlefs image of pale ftar^ 

Panting the fpy they fcize: who thus with tears 

Abjeft intreats : Spare me^ O ! fpare, he crieS) 

My hoary fire your mercy fliall repay. 

Soon as he hears Idi*aw the vital air. 

With ample wealth, with fteel, with brafs, with goldl 

To whom Ulyfl*e». artfully : Be boW : 
Far hence the thought of death ! but inftant fay 
Why thu» alone in the flill hours of night 
While every eye is closed ^ to fpoil the flain 
Com'ft thou rapacious ? or fome nightly fpy 
By Heftor fent ? or has thy venturous mind 
Impeird thee to explore ouf martial bands ^ 

By He£h>r fent, and by rewards undone, , 

Returns the fpy, (ftill as he fpoke he fliook) 
I come unwilling : the refulgent car 
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He promised, and immorta] fteeds that bear 
To fight, the great Achilles : thus betray'd, 
Through the dun (hades of night I bend my way 
Unprofperous, to expl9re the tented hoft 
Of adverfc Greece, and leam if now they ftand 
Wakeful on guard, or vanquiHiM by our arms 
Precipitant defert the (hores of Troy. 

To whom with fmiles of fcorn the fage returns : 
Bold were thy aims, O youth 1 But thofe proud 

deeds, 
Re/live, difdaln the rule of vulg^ir hands ; 
Scarce cv'n the goddefs-born, when the loud din 
Of tattle roars, fubdues tbem to the reiji 
ReHiftant : But this night where He6lor fleeps 
Faithful difclofe : Where ftand the warriof s fteeds ? 
Where lie his arms and implements of war ? 
What guards are kept noilurnal ? Say, what Troy 
Now meditates ? to pour the tide of fight 
Fierce on our fleet, or back within her walls 

Transfer the war ? To thefe demands, he cries. 

Faithful my tongue fliall fpeak : The peers of Troy 
He6lor in council meets : round Ilus' tomb 
Apart from nclfe they ftand : no guaixis Anround 
The fpacious hoft : where through the gloom yon fires 
Blaze frequent, Trojans wake to guard their Troy j 
Secure th' auxiliars llcep, no tender cares 
Of wife or fon difturb their calm repofe, 
Safe ileep their wives and fons on foreign /hores. 

But 
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But fay, apart' encamp tb' auxili»r hamU, ' :: 
Replies die (age, or join the powers of Troy i * 

> 
Along the ifea-beat fhores, retunis the fpy,' 

The Leleges and Cariahs ilretch their files j 

Near tbefe the Caucons, andPelafgian train, . ^ 

And Popons, dreadful with the battle-bow. 

Extended lie j on the Thymbraan plain 

Th'e Lycians and the Myfians in array 

Spread their deep ranks : There the Maeonian bands. 

And Phrygians, range the fiery fteeds of war. ' 

But why this nice enquiry ? If your way 

Venturous you bend to fearch the hoft of Troy, 

There in yon outmoft lines, a recent aid, *. 

The Thracians lie, by Rhefus led, whofe fteeds 

Outfhine the fnow, outfly the winged winds. 

With glittering filver plates, and radiant gold 

His chariot flames, gold forms his dazzling zsmiyi^ 

Arms that may grace a God ! — but to your tients 

Unhappy me convey ; or bound with chains, - ' " 

Faft bound with cruel chains, fad on ths fhoret- .' : *. 

Here leave me captive, till you fafc return. 

And witnefs to the truth my tongue unfolds. 

To whom ftern -frowning Diomed leplies, • ". 

Though every fyllable be flaropd with truth, ' • '^ 

Dolon* thou dy'(i : would^ft thou once more return *• 

Darkling a fpy, or wage, a nobler foe. 

New war on Greece f Tray tor, thou dy'ft, nor more 

New war thou wageft, nor return'ft a fpy. 

G He 
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He fpoke terriiic t and as Dolon rais*d 
Suppliant his humble haadi^ the trenchant blade 
Sheer through his neck defcends j the furious blow 
Cleaves the tough nerves in twain^ down drops die 

head. 
And mutters unintelligibtc (bundt. 
Strait they dcfpoil the dead, the wolfs grey hide 
They feize, the helm, the fpear, and battle-bow s 
Thefe as they dropM with gore, on high in an: 
Ulyfles raisM, and to the Martial Maid 
Thus lowly confecrates : Stem power of warn 
Virgin annipotent, receive thefe arms. 
Propitious to my vows, thee, goddefs, thee 
Chiefly I call : Dire£l our profperous way 
To pierce the Thracian tents, to feize the fteeds 
Of Rhefus, and ihe car that flames with gold. 

Than ficroe o>r broken arms, through ftreant of 
blood 
They move along t now reach the Thracian bands 
All hu0i*d to fleep profound $ thtir fliining arma 
RangM in three ranks along the plain, around 
Illumined the dun air : Chariot and horib 
By every Thracian flood : Rhefus their king 
Sjept in the center of the circling bands, 
And his proud fteeds were rein'd behind his car. 
With joy Ulyfles through the gloom defcryM 
The fleeping king, and lo 1 he cries, the fleeds^ 
Lo ! Diomed, the chief of Thrace, this night 
Pefcrib^d by Dolon s Now, O ! now, thy ftrength 

Dauntlefs 
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Diuntleft exert ! loofe thou the furious fteedt^ 

Or whfle die fteeds I loofe, with ilaughtering tumdl 

Invade the foldiery : He fpoke, and now 

The Queen of Arms inflamed Tydides* foul 

With ^ her martial fires : his reeking blade 

On erery fide dealt fate ; low, hollow groans 

Murmured around. Mood o*cr the crimfon field 

Weird from the flain s As in his nightly haunts 

The furly lion rufiies on the fold 

Of flieepy or goat, and rends th* unguarded prey | 

So he the Thracian bands : Twelve by his fword 

Lay breathlels on the ground i behind him ftood 

Sage IthacuSi and, as the wanior flew. 

Swift he removed the flain, left the fierce fteeds. 

Not yet inurM to blood, fliould trembhng ftart, , 

ImpatiejAt of the dead t Now o^er the king 

He whirls his wrathful blade, now furious gores 

His heaving chcft : he wakM not, but a dream 

By Pallas fent, rofe in his anxious thoughts} 

A vifionary warrior frowning ftood 

Faft by his head, and his aerial fword 

PlungM through his labouring breaft : Mean while the 

fteeds 
The fage unbinds, and inftant with bis bow 
Drives through the fleeping ranks : Then to his frien^ 
Gave fignals of retreat $ but nobler deeds 
He meditates, to drag the radiant car, 
Or lift it through the threefold ranks, up-born 
High on his (houlders, or with flaughter ftain 
Th' enfanguinM fieldi when lot th^ Martial Maid 
G% Down 
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Down rufhes from. the battlemems of heaven^ . . ■ .? 
And fuddcp cries, Rcturo, brave chief, return, 
Left frofti the (kies fome guardian power of Troy » 
Wrathful defcend, and rouze the hoftile bands. 

Thus fpeaks the Warrior Queen : the heavenly vcice 
Tydides owns, and mounts the fitry fteeds, 
Obfervaht of the high command j the bow 
Sage Ithacus apply'd, and tow Yd the tents 
Scourg'd the proud fteeds, the fteeds ftew o'er the plain. 

A Pastohal, to a young Lady upon her 
leaving, and return to, the Country. 

Damon. 
Q A Y, while each fcene fo beautiful appears, 
^ Why heaves thy bofom, and why flow thy tears ? 
See ! from the clouds the fpring defcends in (bowers. 
The painted vailies laugh with rifing flowers : 
Smooth flow the floods, foft breathe the vernal airs. 
The fpring, flowers, floods, confpire to eharm our 
cares. 

F L O R U S. 

But vain the pleafure which the feafon yields, 

'l*he laughing vailies, or the painted fields. 

No more, ye iloods, in filver npazes flow. 

Smile not, ye flowers, no more foft breezes blow j 

Far, Damon, far from thefe unhappy groves. 

The cruel, lovely Kofalinda roves* . » 

5 D A M K. 
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D A M O If. 

Ah ! now I know vvhy late the opening buds 
ClosM up their gems, and ficken'd in the woodsrj 
Why droopM the liJy in her fnowy pride. 
And why the rofe withdrew her fweets, and dy'd | 
For thee, fair Roialind, the opening buds 
Closed up tbeir gems, and fick^nM in the woods i 
For thee the lily (hed her fnowy pride, 
For thee the rofe withdrew her fweets, aud dy'd. 

F L G R XJ s. 
See ! where yon' vine in foft embraces weaves 
Her wanton ringlets with th« myrtle's leaves, 
There tun'd fweet Philomel her fpirightly lay. 
Both to the rifmg and the falling day ; 
But fmce fair Rofalind forfook the plains. 
Sweet Philomel no more renews her drains | 
Wixh forrow dumb, (he diiregards her lay^ * , . 

Nor greets the rifing nor the falling day, 

Damon. 

Say, O ! ye winds, that range the diftant flties. 
Now fwel rd to tempefts by my rifing fighs j 
Say, while my Rofalind deferts thcfe fhores. 
How Damon dies for whom his foul adores. 

F L O R U S. 

Ye murmuring fountains, and yt wandering fk)odSf 
' That vifit variotis^ lamls through various roads j 

G 3 Say, 
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Say, when ye find where Rofallnd refides, 
Say> how my tears iacrcafc your fwelling tides. 

D A M O K. 

Tell me, I charge you, O ! ye fylvan Twain », 
, Who range the mazy grove, or flowery plains, 
B«fide what fountain, in what breezy bower, 
Reclines my charmer in the noon -tide hour! 

F L O R U S. 

Soft, I adfure you, by the flcipping fawns, 
By the fleet roes, that bound along the lawns j 
Soft tread, ye virgin daughters of the grove. 
Nor with your dances wake my fleeping love 5 

JD A M O N. 

Return, O ! virgin, and if proud difdain 
Arm thy /icrce foul, return, enjoy my pain ; 
If pleas'd tho^ view'ft a faithful lover's cares, 
lihick rift, ye fighs ; in floods defcend, ye tears T 

F L o R u s. 
Return, O ! virgin ! while in verdant meads 
By fprings we fport, or dream on flowery beds j 
She weary wanders through the defert way. 
The food of wolves, or hungry lions prey, 

Damon. 

Ah ! fliield her, hcaVen ! your rage, ye beafts, forbear I 
Tboft are not )imbs foi* favages to tear I 

5 , Adiciiy 
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Adieuy ye meads ! with her through wilds I go 
O^er burning fands» or everiafting fnow j 
With her I wander through the defert way* 
The food of wolves, or hungry lions prey. 

F L o n u s. 
Come, Rofalindy befdrc the wintery clouds 
Frown o^er th* aerial vanlt, and ruih in floods ^ 
Ere ragtfig ifernis howl o*er the froam plains i 
Thy charms may fuffer by the ftorms or rains* 

Damon. 
Come, Rofalind, O come $ then infant flowers 
Shall bloom and finile, and form their charms by 

yours; 
By youy the lily fhall her white compofe. 
Your blofli ftiall add new bluflies to the rofe ; 
Each floweiy mead, and every tree fliall bud. 
And fuller honours doath the youdiful wood* 

F L o I. V s. 

Yet, ah ! forbear to urge tby homeward way, 
While fultry funs iBfeft ikt glowing day : 
The fultry funs thy beauties may impair !— «• 
Yet hafte away ! for thou art now too fair. 

Damon. 
Hark ! from yon* bower what airs foft warbled play I 
My foul takes wing to meet th^ enchanting lay i 
Silence, ye nightiBgales ! attend the voice ! 
While thus it warbles, all your fongs are noife. 

G 4 F L O RUf?. 



tt BROOME'S POEMS. 

F L O R U S. 

See ! from the bower a form majeftic raovesy 
And fmoothly. gliding ihines along the groves $ 
Say, comes a goddefs from the golden fpheres ? 
A goddefs comes^ or Rofalind appears ! 

Damon. 

Shme forthy thou fan, bright ruler of the day. 
And where (he treads, ye flower?, adorn the^ivay! 
Rejoice, ye groves, my heart difinifs thy cares I 
My Goddefs comes, my Rofalind appears. 

POVERTY AND POETRY. 

^'T* WAS fung of old how one Amphion, 

-■• Could by his verfes tame a lion i 
And by his (bange enchanting tunes. 
Make bears or wolves dance rigadoons : 
His fongs could call the timber down. 
And form it into houfe or town $ 
But it is plain that in thefe times 
No houfe is rais'd by poets rhymes 5 
They for tbemfelves can only rear 
A few wild caftles in the air j 
Poor are the brethren of the bays, 
Down from high ftrains, to ekes and ayes. 
The Mufes too are virgins yet. 
And may be<->tUl they portions get. 

Yi 
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Yet-ftill the doating rliymer dreams. 
And fings of Helicon's bright ibeams. 
But Helicon, 'for all his clatter. 
Yields only uninfpiring water; 
Yet ev'n athirft he fweetly fings. 
Of Ne6lar, and Elyfian fprings. 

What dire malignant planet fheds, 
Ye bards, hit influence on your heads ? 
Lawyers, by endlefs controverfies, 
Confume unthinking clients purfes, 
As Pharoah's kine, wtiich ftrange and odd is, 
Devoured the plump and well-fed bodits. 

The grave phyfician, who by phyfic. 
Like death, difpatches him that is fick, 
Purfues a fur-e and thriving trade. 
Though patients die, the do£lor 's paid 5 
LicensM to kill, he gains a palace, 
For what another mounts the gallows. 

'In ihady groves the Mufes ftray. 
And love in flowery meads to play j 
Ail idle crewi whofe only trade is 
To fliine in trifles, like our ladies j 
In drefllng, dancing, toying., fmging, 
While wifer Pallas thrives by fpinningj 
Thus they gain nothing to bequeath 
Their votaries, but a laurel wreath. 



But love rewards the bard ! tJie fair 
Attend his fong, and eafe his care : 



Alas! 
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Alas ! fond youth, your plea you urge ill 
Without Ji jomture, though a Virgil i 
Could you like Phflobus iing» iu vaia 
You nobly fwell the lofty ftram. 
Coy Daphne flie^, and you will find as 
Hard hearts as hers in your Belindas. 

But then Some fay you purchafe fame. 
And gain that envyM prize, a name j 
Great recompeace I like his who ielU 
A diamond, for beads and bells j 
Will fame be thought fufficient bail 
To keep the poet from the jail ? 

Thus, the brave ibldier, in the war$» 
Gets empty praife, and aking fears : 
Is paid with fame and wooden legs. 
And ftarvM, the glorious vagrant begs« 



To a LADY, playing with a Snake. 

TT is a pleafmg, direful fight ! 
-■' At once .you charm us, anS affi-Ight I 
So heaven deftroying angels arm's 
With terror, dreadful in their charms I 

Such, fuch was Cltopatra^t air. 
Lovely, but formidably fair. 
When the grleV'd world impoverifh*d loft 
By the dire afp, its notfleft boaft. 



Aw'^ 
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Aw*d by your guardian^s dangerous pofwcr* 
At diftance trembling we adore i 
At diftance, once again behold 
A ferpcnt guarc) the blooiniiig gold. 

Well pleased, and barmlefs, lo ! he Ues^ 
Baiks in the funfliine of your eyes ; 
Now twifts his fpires, and now unfurla 
The gay confuiion of his curls. 

Oh ! happy on your breaft to lie, 
As that bright • ftar that gilds the Iky, 
Who ceafing in the fpheres to (hine, 
Would, for your breaft, his heaven reiiga. 

Yet oh ! fair virgin, caution take. 
Left fome bold cheat aflfurae the fnake i 
When Jove cmnpreft the f Grecian dame^ 
Aloof he threw the lightning^s flame j 
On radiant fpires the lover rode, 
And in the fnake conceard the God* 



To a LADY of Thirty. 

NO more let youth its beauty boaft, 
S n at Thirty reigns a toaft : 

And like the fun as he declines, 
More mildly, but more fweetly fhines. 

* 'f*he fcorpion. 

f Olympias, mother of^Alcxandcr the Great. 

The 
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The hand of time alone di farms 
Her face, of its fuperfluous charms : 
But adds, for every grace refign'd, 
A thoufand to adorn her mind. 

Youth was her too inflaming time ; 
This, her more habitable clime j 
How muft fhe then each heart engnge, 
Who blooms like youth, is wife like age ! 

Ttlus the rich orange- trees produce 
At once both ornament, and ufe ; 
Here opening bloflbmswe behold. 
There fragrant orbs of ripsn'd gold. 

On the Birth-Day of a Gentleman when three 
Years old'. 

Wake, fvveet babe ! the fun^s emerging ray 
That gave you birth, renews the happy day 1 
Calmly ferene, and glorious to the view, 

He marches forth, and ftrives to look like you. 

*. - 
Fair beauty's bud ! when time fliall ftretch thy fpan, 

Confirm thy charms, and ripen thee to man. 
What plentfious fruits thy bloflbms lliall produce,- 
And yield not barren wnament, but ufe ? 
Ev'n now thy fpring a rich increafe prepares 
To crown thy riper growth, and manly years* 

T4iu5 in the kerncrs intricate difguife. 
In miniature a little orchard lies, 

The 
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The fibrous labyrinths by jiift degrees 
Stretch their fwoln cells, replete with future trecf. 
By time evolvM, the fpreading branches rife, 
Yield theiy rich fruits, and (hoot into the (kies. 

O ! lovely babe, what luftre fhall adorn 
Thy noon of beauty, when fo bright. thy viora? 
Shine forth advancing with a brighter ray, ' 
And may no vice o'ercloud thy future day ! 
With nobler aims inftruft thy foul to glow, 
Than thofe gay trifles, titles, wealth, and fliow : 
May valour, wifdom, learning crown thy days ! 
Thofe fools admire-— thefe heaven and ar.gtls praife ! • 

With riches bleft, to heaven thofe riches lend,. 
The poor man's guardian, and the good man's friend » 



Addition. 

* To brace the mind to dignity of thought. 
To emulate what godlike Tujly wrote, 
Be this thy early widi ! The garden breeds, 
If unimproved, at lead but gaudy weeds : 
And Ilubborn youth, by culture unfubdued. 
Lies vyijdly barren, or but gayly rude. 
Yet, as fome Phitiias gives the marble life, 
While Art with Nature holds a dubious ftrife^ 
Adorns a rock with graces not its own, 
And calls a Venus from the rugged ftone ; 
So culture aida the human foul to rife. 
To Icom the Toruid earth, and mount the (kic8> 
Till by 'degrees the noble gueft refines, 
Claims her high birthright, and divinely (bines-. 

Bid 
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Bid virtuous forrew fmile, fcornM merit chear» 
And o'er aflli^on pour the generous tear. 
Some^ wildly liberal, fquander, not beftow. 
And give uniiraisMy becaufe they give for Ikum t 
To fan^^ify thy wealth, on worth employ 
Thy gold, and to a blefling turn the toy : 
Thus offerings from th' unjuft pollute the ikiet» 
The good, turn fmoke into a facrifice. 

As when an artift plans a favourite draught> 
The ftniflures rife refponfive to the thought i 
A palace grows beneath his forming hands. 
Or worthy of a God a temple ftands : 
Such is thy rifing frame ! by heaven defign'd 
A temple, worthy of a godlike mind ; 
Ndbly adom'd, and finifhM to difplay 
A fuller beam of heaven's xthereal ray* 

May all thy charms increafe, O lovely boy ! 
Spare them, ye pains, and age alone deftroy I 
So fair thou art, that if great Cupid be 
A child, the God might boaft to look like thee ! 
When young liilus' form he deignM to wear. 
Such were his fmiles, and fuch bis winning air i 
Ev'n Venus might miftake thee for her own. 
Did not'thy eyes proclaim thee not her fon j 
Thence all the lightning of thy mother's flies^ 
A Cupid, grac'd with Cytheraca'a eyes ! 

Yet ah ! how ihort a date the powers decree 
T« that bright frame of beauties and to thee 1 
: .. Pafs 
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PaTs a itrw days, and all thofe beairtiet fly ! 
Pafs a few yearsy and thou alai 1 (kalt die I 
Then all thy kindred, all thy friends fliall fee 
With teariy what now thou art, and they muft be j , 
A pale, coldy lifeleft lump of earth deplore ! 
Such (halt thou be, and kings (hall be no more I 

But oh ! when^ ripe for death, fate calls thte heace^ 
Sure lot of every mortal excellence I 
When, pregnant as the womb, the teeming earth 
Beiigns thee quickenM to thy fecond birth, 
Bife, cloathM with beauties that (hall never die I 
A faint on earth ! an angel in the (ky 1 

The Forty-third Chapter of Ecclefiafticus. 
A PARAPHRASE. 



npHE fun that rolls his beamy orb on high, 
*• Pride of the world and glory of the (ky, 
Illuftrious in his courfe, in bright array 
Marches along the heavens, and fcatters day 
0*er earth, and o*er the main, and through th* ethe< 

real way. 

He in the mom renews His radiant round. 
And warms the fragrant bofom of the ground $ 
But ere the noon of day, in fiery gleams 
He darts the glory of his blazing beams ; 
Beneath the burnings of his fultry ray. 
Earth to her centre pierc'd admits the day ^ 

Huge 
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In circling ed()iet whirPd, it roars aloud^ 
Drives wavo on wave, and daflies cloud on cloudy 
Wlien^er it mo?es» it lays whole fbrcfis low. 
And at tht blaft, eternal mountains bow ; 
While, tearing wp the fands, in drift« they rifb. 
And half the deftrts mount the burthen^ ikies. 

He hom aerial treafures downward pours 
Sheets of UBfollyM fnow in lucid ihowers> 
Flake after flake, through air tbkk-wavering flies^ . 
Till one vaft (bining wafte all nature lies ; 
Then the proud bills a vii^in whitenefs (bed, 
A dazakng brightnefs glitters from tbe mead t 
The hoary trees refleft a filver {tiow. 
And groves beneath the lovely burden bow. 

He from loofe vapours with an icy chain 
Binds the round hail, and moulds tbe hardened rain & 
The ftooy tempeil wkh a yuihing found. 
Beats tbe lirm glebe, refulting from the ground ; 
Swiftly it iialls, and as it falls invades 
The rifing herb, or breaks the fpreading blades i 
While infant flowers that raised their bloomy heads» 
CrufhM by its fury, (ink into their beds. 

When ftormy Winter from the frozen North 
Borne on his icy chariot ilTues forth ; 
The blafted groves their verdant pride refign. 
And billows harden^ into cryftal (hine : 
Sharp blows the rigour of the piercing winds. 
And the proud floods as with a breaft-plsue binds t . 
7 Ev*ft 
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"Ey^n the proud Teas forget in tidet to roll 
Beneath the freexingt of the Northern pole f 
There waves on wsTes in folid monntains rife. 
And Alps of ice invade the wondering ikies ; 
While gulpht helow, and flippery valliet lie> 
And with a dreadful brightnefs pain the eye f 
But if warm winds a warnler air reftore. 
And fofter breezes bring a genial ihower. 
The genial fliower revives, the chearful plain. 
And the huge hills flow down into the main. 

When the Teas rajpe,. and loud the ocean roars, . 
When foaming billovet lafti the founding ihores ^ - 
If he in thunder bid the waves fubtide. 
The waves obedient fmk upon the tide, * ' 

A fudden peace eontroU the limpid deep. 
And the ftill waters in foft filence fleep. 
Then heaven lets down a golden-ftreaming ray. 
And all the broad expanfion flames with day t 
In the clear glafs the mariners defcry 
A fun inverted^ and a downward flcy« 

They who adventurous plow the watery wayr 
The dreadful wonders of the deep furvey ; 
Familiar with the liorms their fails unlynd. 
Tempt the rough blaft, and bound before the wind s- 
Now high tbcy mount, now ihoot into a vale. 
Now fmooth their courfe, and feud before the gale j 
There rolling monfters, arm'd in fcaly pride. 
Flounce in the billows, and daih round the tide ; 

H X Thfii« 
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** Yet though flic flies, flic leaves behind 
^* Her lovely image in my mind ; 
*' O ! hir fielinda, with me ftay, 
** Or take thy image too away ! 

' ** See ! how the fields are gay around, 
*« How painted iSowers adorn the ground f 
<' As if the fields, as well as I, 
** Were proud to pleafe my fair-one*s eye. 

** But now, ye fields, no more be gay, 

** No more, ye flowers, your charms difplay ! 

** 'Tis drfert all, now you are fled, 

*< And paradife is where you tread., 

UnmoT^'d the virgin flies his cares, 

. To Ihine at court and play, 
To lonely fhades the youth repairs, 
To yreep hi$ li£e away« 

Oaa Flower which Belinda gave me from 
her Bofom. 

jr\\ lovely offspring of the May^ 

^^ Whence flow thy balmy odours, fayl 

Such odours^-not the onent boafts 1 

Though Paradife adomM the coafts ! 

O ! fweeter than each flower that blooms, 

This fragrance from thy bofom comes 1 

Thence, thence fuch fweets are %read abroad. 

As might be iacenfe for a God ! 

When 
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When Venus ftoed concealM firom Tiew> 
Her fon, the latent * Goddefs knew, 
Such fweets breathM round 1 and thus we ktHfrf ' 
Our other Venus here below. 

But fee 1 ray faireft, fee this flower^ 
This ihort-livM beauty of an hour !— 
Such are thy channs 1 — yet Zephyrs bring 
The flower to bloom again in fpring i 
But beauty, when it once declines. 
No more to warm the lover fhines : 
Alas ! inceflant fpeeds the day. 
When thou (halt be but common clay t 
When I, who now adore, may fee. 
And ev'n with hoiror ftart from Thee ! 

But ere, fweet gift, thy grace confuraes. 
Show thou my fair-one how (he blooms ! 
Put fonh thy charms :— and then declare 
Thyfelf lefs fweet, thyfelf lefe fair I 
Tfien fuddcn, by a fwift decay. 
Let all thy beauties fade away : 
And kt her in thy glafs deicry. 
How youth and bow frail beauty die. 

Ah I turn, my charmer, turn thy eyes ! 
See ! how at once it fades, it dies ! 

• Ambrofiaequc comae divinum Tertice odorem 
Spintvcre. Virc. 

H 4 While 
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While thioe— 'it gaily pleas*d the view 
Unfadedy as before it grew ! 
Jtom^ from thy boTom dbom*d to ft]ay> 
*Tis only beauteous in decay : 
80 the fweet-fmelling Indian flowers^ 
Griev'd when they leave tbofe happier (horcs 
• Sicken, and die away in ours. 
So flowers, in Eden fond to blow. 
In Paradife would only grow. 

Nor wonder, faii-cft, to fiirvey 
The flower fo fuddenly decay ! 
Too cold ^hy breaft ! * nor can it grow 
Between fuch little hills of fnow, 

I now, vain infidel, no more 
Deride th' -^^gyptians, who adore 
The ilfing herb, and blooming flower j 
Now, now their convert I will be, 

lovely flower, to worfliip thee. 

But if thou 'it one of their fad train 
"Who dyM for love, and cold difdain. 
Who, changed by fome kind pitying power, 
A f lover once, art now a flower j 
0;pity me, O weefi my care, 
A thoufand, thoufand pains I bear, 

1 K)vc, I die through deep dcfpair ? 



I 



I 



Variation, 
* how could it grow, 

-f Sec Ovid's Mctaraarph. The 
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The S T R T of T A L u s, from the Fgiiith 
Bookof ApoUonias Rhodius. V. i6zg^r 

^T^ HE evening ilar now lifts, as day-light fades, 
-^ His golden circlet in the deepening Shades, 
Stretched at his eafe, the weary laboorer (hares 
A fweet forgetfulnefs of human cares ; 
At once in filence iink the deeping gales. 
The maft * they drop, and furl the flagging fails^ 
All night, all day, they ply the bending oars, 
Tow'rd Carpatlius, and reach the rocky (horrs j 
Thence Crete they view, emerging from the main. 
The queen of illes, but Crete they view in vain. 
There Talus, whirling with refiftlefs fway. 
Rocks ihcer upi'ent, repels them from the bay t 
A giant, fpiiing from giant-race, who took 
Their births from entrails of the ftvbbom oak ; 
Fierce guard of Crete I by Jove aiTiftant given 
To t legiflators, ftyPd the Tons of heaven : 
To mercy deaf, he thrice each year explores 
The trembling iile, and ftrides from (hores to fliorcs t 
A form of living brafs ! one part beneath 
Alone he bears, a path to let in death. 
Where o'er the ankle fwells the turgid vein. 
Soft to the ftrokci and fenfible of pain. 

• Argonauts. 

t Minos and Rhadamanthus, 

And 
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Now from his heavens Jove hurls hi^ burning bolts, 
Hoaurfe muttering thunders grumble in the iky, 
While from tlie clouds, inftead of morning-dews. 
Huge drops of blood diftain the crimfon ground $ 
Fatal prefage ! that in that dreadful day 
The great fhould bleed^ imperial beads lie low ! 

Mean time the bands of Troy in proud array 
Stand to their arms, and from a rifmg ground 
Breathe furious war : Here gathering hofts attend 
The towering Heftor : there refulgent bands 
Surroimd Polydamas, ^neas there 
Marflials his dauntlefs files ; nor unemployed 
Stand Polybus, Agenor g^reat in arms, 
And Acamas, whofe frame the Gods endowM 
With more than mortal charms : fierce in the van 
Stem He^or fhines, and (hakes his blazing ihield, , 
As the fierce dog-ftar with malignant fires 
Fhimes m the front of heaven, then, loft in clouds. 
Veils his pernicious beams ; from rank to rank 
So He6(or ftrode; now dreadful in the van 
Advanced his fun-broad ihield, now to the rear 
Swift rufhtng difappear'd : His radiant arms 
Blazed on his limbs, and bright as Jove's dire bolts 
Flafli'd o'er xh€ field, and lighten'd td the fkics. 

As toiling reapers in fome fpacious field, 
Rang'd in two bands, move adverfe, rank on rank 
Where o'er the tilth the grain irt ears of gold 
Waves nodc^ing to the breeze j at once they bend. 
At once the copious harveft fwells the ground : 
So ruih ta battle o'er the dreadful field 
<• ■ Hoft 
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Hoft againft hod} they meet, they clofe* and ranki . 
Tumble on ranks $ no thoughts appear of flighty. 
None of diijnay : dubious in even fcales 
The battle hangs 5 not fiercer, rayenous woUet 
Difpute the prey ; the deathful fcene with joy . 
Dtlcord^ dire parent of tremendous woes, 
Surveys exultant : of th* immortal train 
Difcord alone defcends, ailifts- alone 
The horrors of the field ; in peace the Gods 
High in Olympian bowers on radiant thrones 
Laipent the woes of man j but loud compjaintf 
From every God arofej Jove favoured Troy, 
At partial Jove they murmur'd : he unmov'd 
All heaven in murmurs heard, apart he fate 
EnthronM in glory 2 down to earth he turn'd 
His ftedfall eye, and from his throne furvey^d 
The rifing towers of Troy, the tented Ihorcs, 
The blaze of arms, the (layer and the (lain. 

While, with his morning wheels, the God of dajf 
ClimVd up the fteep of heaven, with equal ragt 
In tourderous ftorms the (hafts fn>m hoft to hoft 
Flew adverfe, and in equal numbers fell 
Promifcuous Greek and Trojan, till the hour 
When the tirM woodman in the (hady vale 
Spreads his penurious meal, when high the fun 
Flames in the zenith, and his (inewy arms 
Scarce wield the ponderous ax, while hunger keea 
Admonilhesy and nature fpent with toil 
Craves due repaft-p-Then Greece the rinks of Troy 
With horrid inroad goar*d i fierce from the van 

Sprung 
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Sprang the ftern * king of men ; and breathing d^afh 
Where in firm battle^ Trojans band bj band 
EmbodyM ftood, purfned his dreadful way ; 
His boft his ftep attends ; now glows the war* 
Horfe treads on horfe, and man encoanterirg man» 
Swells the dire field with death, the plunging ftccds 
Beat the firm glebes ; thick dud in lifing clouds 
Darkens the fky t Indignant o>r the plain 
Atrides ftalks ; death every flep attends. 
As ^hetif in fome huge foreft, fudden flames 
Rage dreadiful» when rough winds affift tlie blazc^ 
From tree to tree the fiery torrent rolls. 
And the Taft forcfi fmks with all its grorea 
Beneath the burning delugs j fo whole liofts 
Yield to Atrides* arm : car againft car 
Rufli'd rattling o'er the field, and through the rank^- 
Unguided broke ; while breathlefs on the ground 
Lay the pale charioteers : In death deform'd j 
To their chafte brides fad fpe^acles of woe. 
Now only grateful to the fowls of air. 

Mtan time, the care of Jove, great Hc6^or flood 
Secure in fcenes of death, in ftorms of darts. 
In (laughter and alarms, in dufl and blood. 

Still Agamemnon niftiing o'er the field 
Leads bis bold bands : whole hofts before him fly. 
Now Ilus' tomb they pafs, now urge their way 
Cloic by the fig-tree (hade : with (hottts the king 

* Agamemnon, r. X4S. 

.Pijrfui^ 
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Furfues the foe inceflknt, duft and blood. 

Blood mixed with duft» diftains his murderous hands. 

As when a lion in the gloom of night 
Invades an herd of beeves^ o^er all the plains 
Trembling they fcatter j furious on the prey 
The generous favage flies, and with £erce joy 
Seizes the la(l : bis hungry foaming jaws 
Churn the black blood, and rend the panting prey. 
Thus fled the foe, Atrides thus pnrfued. 
And ilill the hindmoft flew : they from their cars 
Fell headlong, for his javelin, wild for blood, 
RagM terribly; and now proud Troy had fal'n^ . 
But the. dread Sire of men and Gods defcends 
Terrific from his heavens, his vengeful hand 
Ten thoufand thunders grafps : on Ida*s heights 
He takes his fland, it fliakes with all its groves 
Beneath the God ^ the God fufpends the war. 



To Mrs. £ L I z. M -x, on her Pidure^ 

1716. 

/^! wondrous art, that grace to fhadows gives ! 
^^ By whofe command the lovely phantom lives t 
Smiles with her fmiles ! the mimic eye inftiUs 
A real frame ! the fancyM lightning kills J 
Thus mirrors catch the love-infpiring face. 
And the new charmer grace returns for grace. 

Hence (hall thy beauties, when no more appears 
Their fair pofTefTor, fliine a thouland years : 

By 
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By age unifijar'di futuro timet adori^y < 
And warm the hetkrts of iniilioii» yet unborn^ 
Who, gazing on ihc portrait with a figh, 
Shall grieve Aich perfcft charms could t-vcr die : 
How would they grieve, if to fuch beauties join'd 
The paint could (hew the wonders" of thy mind ? 

O !' virgin, 'born th* admiring -world to grace ! 
Tranrmit thy excellence to lateft days 5 ■ .^ 

Yield to thy lover's vows ! and then ftiall rife ' 
A race of beauties conquering with thine eyes : 
Who reigning in thy charms from death (hall fave 
That lovely form, and triumph o'er the gi-ave. 
' Thus when through age the rofe-trec's charms decay, 
When all her fading beauties die away j 
A blooming offspring fills the parent's place 
With equal fragrance, and with equal grace. 

But ah! how fhort a date on earth is given 
To the moft lovely workmanfhip of heaven ? 
Too foon that cheek muft every charm refign, 
And thofc love-darting eyes forget to fhine ! 
While thoufands, weeping round, with fighs furvey 
What once was you— now only beauteous clay I 
£|v'n from the canvas fhall thy image fade. 
And thou re-perifh in thy perifh'd ihade : 
Then may this verfe to future ages ftiow ' 
One perfeft beauty— fuch as thou art now ! ' 
May it the graces of thy foul difplay. 
Till this world (inks, and funs themfelves decay ; 

7 When 
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When with immortal beauty thou fhalt rife. 
To Ihine the lovelieii angel in the ikies. 

PROLOGUE 

To Ml*. Fenton's excellent Tragedy Mariamne* 

'ITf /"HEN breathing ftatucs mouldering wafte away, 

^ ^ And tombs, unfaithful to their truft, decays 
The Mufe rewards the fufFering good with fame. 
Or wakes the profperous villain into ihaine i 
To the ftern tyrant gives fi£\itieus power 
To reign the reitlefs monarch of an hour. 
Obedient to her call, this night appears 
Great Herod rifing from a length of years ) 
A name ! enlarged with titles not his own. 
Servile to mount, and favage on a throne i 
Yet oft a throne is dire misrortune''t feat, 
A pompous wretchednefs, and woe in date ! 
But fuch the curfe that from ambition fprings. 
For this, he flaughter'd half a race of kings : 
But now, reviving in the Britifh fcene. 
He looks majedic with a milder mien, 
His features foften'd with the deep diftrefs 
Of love, raaAe greatly wretched by excefs : 
From lufl of power to jealous fury toft. 
We fee the tyrant in the lover loft. 

O ! Love, thou fource of mighty joy or woe ! 
Thou fofteft friend, or man's moft dangerous foe ! 

I Par. taft ic 
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Fantaftic power ! • What rage tliy dart* infpirc. 
When too much beaaty kindles too much fire ? 
Thofe darts, to jealous rage ftern Herod drove. 
It was a crime, but crime of too much love • 
Yet if condemned he falls— with pitying eyes 
Behold his injured Mariamne rife I 
No fancy \l taie ! our opening fcenes difclofe 
Hiftoric truth, and fweli with real woes. 
Awful in virtuous grief the queen appears. 
And itrong the eloquence of royal tears j 
By woes cpnobled, with majeftic pace, 
She meets misfortune, glorious in clifgrace ! 

Small is the praife of beauty, when it flies 
Fair honour's laws, at heft but lovely vice j 
Charms it Jike Venus with celeftial air? 
Ev*n Venus is but fcandalovfly fair ; 
But when ftrift honour with fair features joins. 
Like heat and light, at once it warms and ihines* 

f Then let her fate your kind attention raife, 
Whofe perfeft charms were but her fecond praife j 
Beauty and virtue your protection claim, 
Give tears to beauty, give to virtue fame. 

Variations. 

• What pangs &c. 

f Then let her fate your juft attention raife, 
Whofe perfe£l graces were but fecond praife. 

To 
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To Mr. A. POPE, who correaedmy Vcrfes. 






T F e'er my humble Mufe melodious fings, 

~ -Tis when you animate and tune her fh'ings ; 

If e'er (he mounts, 'tis when you prune her wings. 

You, like the fun, your glorious beams difplay. 

Deal to the darkefl orb a friendly ray. 

And cloathe it with the luftre of the day. 

Mean was the piece, unelegantly wrought. 
The colours faint, irregular the draught ; 
Biit your commanding touch, your nicer art, 
Rais'd every ftroke, and brighten'd every part, 
€o, when Luke drew the rudiments of man. 
An angel fini(h'd what the faint began ; 
His wondrous pencil, dipt in heavenly dyes, 
Gave beauty to the face, and lightning to the eyes. 

Confus'd it lay, a rough unpolifh'd mafs. 
You g^ve the royal (lamp, and made it pafs i 
Hence ev'n deformity a beauty grew. 
She pleas'd, (he charm'd, but pleas'd and charm'd by 

. you j- 
Though like Prometheus I the image frame. 
You give the life, and bring the heavenly flame. 

Thus when the Nile diffused his watery traia 
In ftreams of plenty o'er the fruitful plain j 
Unihapen forms, the refufe of the flood, 
liTued imperfeft from the teeming mud j 

la But 
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But the great fource and parent of the day, 
FalhionM the creature, and inform'd the clay.* 

Weak of herfelf, my Mufe forbears her flight* 
Views her own lownefs, and Parnaffus' height ; 
But when you aid her fong, and deign to nod, 
She fpreads a bolder wing, and feels the prefent God. 

So the Cumsean prophetefs was dumb. 
Blind to the knowledge of events to come j 

Addition. 

, To nobler themes thy Mufe triumphant foars, 
Mounts through the trafts of air, and heaven explores. 
Say, has fome feraph tunM thy facred lyre ? 
Or deign'i to touch thy hallow'd lips with fire ? 
For fure fuch founds exalt th' immortal ftring, 
As heaven approves, and rapturM angels ilng. 
Ah ! how I liften, while the mortal lay 
Lifts me from earth above the folar way ! 
Ah ! how I look with fcorn on pompous crowns* 
And pity monarchs on their fplendid thrones } 
While, thou my guide, I trace all nature's laws. 
By juft gradations, to the fovereign caufe ! ' 
PleasM I furvey how varying fchemes unite. 
Worlds with the atoms, angds with the mite^ 
And end in God, high thron'd above all height. 
Who fees, as Lord of ill, with equal eye. 
Now a proud tyrant peri/h, then- a ily. ' • , 
Methinks I view the patriarch's ladder rife, , . ^ 
Its bafe on earth, its fummit in the fkies : 
Each wondrous ftep by glorious angels trod, 
And heaven unfolding to the throne of God, , ^.» 
Be this thy praife ! I haunt the lovely bower. 
Sport by the fpring, or paint the blooming flower. 
Nor dai es the Mufe attempt aa arduous herghf, i&C. 

'-^^^'-But 
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But when Apollo in her breaft abode. 
She heavM, /he fweird, Ihe felt the ru(hing God ^ 
Then accents more than mortal from her broke* 
And what the God infpir^d, the prieftefs fpoke* 

Monsieur MAYNARD Imitated. 

To the Right Honourable the Lord Cornwallis. 

\A7^ H I LE paft its noon the lamp of life declinet, 
^ ^ And age my vital flame invades j 
Faint, and more faint, as it defcends, it (hines, 
And hailes, alas ! to fet in fhadcs. 

Then fome kind power fliall guide my ghoft to glades^ 

Where, fcated by Elyfian fprings, 
Fam*d Addifon attunes to patriot fhadcs 

His lyre, and Albion's glory fmgs. 

There round, majeftic fhades, and heroes forms. 
Will tb«ong, to learn what pilot guides, 

Watchful, Britannia's helm through faftious dorms. 
And curbs the murmuring rebel tides. 

I tell how Town/hend treads the glorious path 
That leads the great to deathlefs fame, 

And dwell at large on fpotlefs EngliHi faith. 
While Walpole is the favourite theme. 

How, nobty rifing in their country's caufe. 

The ftedfaft arbiters of right 
Exalt the juft and good, to gu^d her laws. 

And call forth merit into light. 

I 3 AWaA 
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• A loud applaufe around the echoing coaft 

Of all the pleasM Elyfium flies.— 
But, friend, what place had you, replies fonic %hof^. 

When merit was the way to riie ? 

What deanery, or prebend, thine, declare ? 

Good heavens ! unable to reply, 
How like a ftupid idiot I ihould (lare ? 

An anfwer, good my lord, fupply. 

Ok a mischievous WOMAN. 

¥^R O M peace, and fecial joy, Medufa flies, 
^ Aijd loves to hear the ftorm of anger rifcj 
Thus hags and witches hate the fmiles of day. 
Sport In loud thunder^ and in tempefts play. 

Thb coquette, 

O I L L I A, with uncontefted fway, 
^ Like Rome's fam'd tyrant reigns 5 
BehoMs adoring crouds obey. 

And heroes proud to wear her chains : 
Yet ftoops, like him, to every prize, 
Bafy to murder beaux and flies. 

She aims at every trifling heart. 

Attends each flatterer's vows $ 
And, like a pi£lure drawn with art, 

A look •n all that gaze bellows i 

0\ may 
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O \ may the power, who lovers rulc«. 
Grant rather fcorn, than liope with fools! 

Miftaken nymph ! the crouds that gaze 

Adore thee into (liame ; 
Unguarded beauty is difgrace, 

And coxcombs, when they praife, defame i 
O ! fiy fuch brutes in human (hapes, 
Nor^ like th* ^g)'ptiansy worlhip apes. 

The widow and VIRGIN SistrRs, 
Being a Letter to the W i D o w, in L o n d o N. 

WT H I L E Delia Ihlnes at Hurlothrurobo, 

^ ^ And darts her fprightly eyes at fome beau j' 
Then, clofe behind her fan retiring. 
Sees through the fticks. whole crouds admiring: 
You fip your melancholy co-fFy, 
And at the name of man, cry, O ! phy ! 
Or, when the noify rapper thunders. 
Say coldly— Sure the fellow blunders ! 
Unfeen ! though peer on peer approaches : 
James, Vm abroad 1-— but learn the coaches. 
As fome young pleader, when his purfe is 
Unfiird, through want of controverfies. 
Attends, until the chinks are fillM all. 
The aflizcs, Wcftminfter, and Guildhall j 
While graver lawyers keep their houfe, and 
Collet the guineas by the thoufanci. 

' I4 Or 
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Or as fome tradefmen, through fhow-glaffes, 
Expofe their wares to each that pafTes, 
Toys of no tile I high-priz'd comraodities 
Bought to no end ! Eftates in oddities ! 
Others, with like advantage drive at 
Their gain, from ftore-houfes in private : 
Thus Delia fhines io places genera]. 
Is never milling where the men arc all j 
Goes cv'n to church with godly airs. 
To meet good company at prayers : 
Where (he devoutly plays her fan. 
Looks up to heaven, but thinks on man : 
You (it at home: enJDy your * coufin, 
While hearts are offered by the dozen t 
O ! born above your fex to rife. 
With youth, wealth, beauty, titles-— wife ! 
O! Lady bright, did ne'er you mark yet, 
In country fair, or country market, 
A beau, wbofe eloquence might charm ye, 
Enlifting foldiers for the army: 
He flatters every well-built you^h. 
And tells him every thing but— -truth. 
He cries. Good friend, Tm glad I hapM in 
Your CQmpany, you'll make a captain ! 
He lifts-.--but finds thefe gaudy fliows 
Soon chang'd, to furly looks, and blows : 
"Tis now, March, rafcal ! what d'ye grumble ? 
Thwack goes the cane ! I'll make you humble. 

• Mrs. S — th. 

Suet 
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Such weddings are s and I refembk 'em, * 

AlnioH in all points to this emblem. 

While courtfhjp lafts, 'tis, dear! 'tisy madam! 

The fweeteft creature Aire fincc Adam ! 

Had I the years of a Methufalem, 

How in my charmer^s praife I'd ufe all 'cm ? 

O ! take me to thy arms, my beauty ! 

I doat, adore the very (hoe-tye ! 

They wed— but, fancy grown Icfs warmings 

Next morn, he thinks the bride Icfs charming: 

He fays, nay fwcars. My wife grows old in 

One fmgle month; then falls to fcoldiog. 

What, madam, gadding every day 1 

Up to your room ! there ftitch, or pray !■ 

Such proves the marriage- ftate ! but for all 
Thefe truths, you'll wed, and fcorn the morah 

On the Death of my Dear Fr^ierd, 

Mr. ELIJAH FENTON, 1730. 

«« Calcntem 
" DebitI fparges lacryma favillam 

" Vatis amici," HoR. 

A S when the King of Peace, and Lord of Love, 
■^^ Sends down fome brighter angel from above, 
Pleas'd with the beauties of the heavenly Gueft, 
Awhile we view him in full glory dreft, 
But he, impatient from his heaven to ftay, 
Sooa difappcars, and wings his airy way j 

S9 
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So did^ft thou vani(h« eager to appear, 
And fliine triumphant in thy native fphere. 

Yet had'ft thou all that virtue can beftow. 
All, the Good pra<Slife, and the learned know | 
Such holy rapture, as not warms, but fires. 
While the foul feems retiring, or retires : 
Such tranfports, as thofe faints in vifion fliarc. 
Who know not whether ih'ey are rapt through air, 
Or bring down heaven to meet them in a pmyer. 

O. ! early loft ! yet ftedfaft to furvey 
Envy, difcafe, and death, without difmay j 
Serene, the fting of • pain thy thoughts beguile. 
And make affli^lions, obje^s of a fmile. 
So the fam'd Patriarch, on his couch of ftone, 
Enjoy'd bright vifions from ih' eternal throne. 

Thus wean'd from earth, where pleafure fcarce c 
pleafe. 
Thy woes but haftenM thee to heaven and peace ; 
• As angr|r winds* when loud the tempeft roars. 
More fwiftly fpeed the vtflel to the fliores. 

• O f may thefe lays a lading luftre fhed 
O'er thy dark urn, like lamps that grace the dead ! 
Strong were thy thoughts, yet reafon bore the fway, 
Humble> yet ItarnM ; though innocent, yet gay ; 
So pure of heart, that thou might'ft fafely ftiow 
Thy inmoft bofora to thy bafeft foe i 
Carelefs of wealth, thy blifs a calm retreat. 
Far from the infults of the fcornful great 5 

•The gout. 

Tliea 
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Thence looking with difdain on proudeft things. 
Thou deemed'ft mean the pageantry of kings 5 
Who build their pride on trappings of a throne, 
A painted ribband, or a glittering ftone, 
Ufelefsly bright ! 'twas thine the foul to raife 
To nobler objefts, fuch as angels pi-aife I 
To live, to mortals' empty fame, a focj 
And pity human joy, and human woe ! 
To view ev'n fplendid vice with generous hate, • 
In life unblemifli'd, and in death fedate! 
Then confcience, (hining with a lenient ray, 
Dawn'd o'er thy foul, and promis'd endleis day. 
So from the fetting orb of Phoebus fly 
Beams of calm light, and glitter to the iky. 

V/here now, O ! where (hall I true friendihip find 
Among the treacherous race of bafe mankind ? 
Whom, whom confult in all th' uncertain ways 
Of various life, fincere to blame, or praife ? 
O! friend! O! falling in thy ftrength of years. 
Warm from the melting foul receive tbefe tears ! 
O ! woods ! O ! wilds ! O ! every bowery fhade ! ' 
So often Vocal by his mufic made,' 
Now other founds— far other founds return, ' 
And o'er his herfe with all your echoes mourn I— 
Yet dare we grieve that foon the paths he trod 
To heaven, and left vain man for Saints and God 9 

Thus in the theatre the fcenes unfold 
A thoufand wonders glorious to behold ^ 
And here, or there, as the machine extends, 
A hero rifes, or a God defcends : 

But 
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But foon the momentary pleafure fiies^ 
Swift vaniflics the God, or hero dies* 

Where were ye, Mufes, by what fountain Mc^ 
What river fporting, when your favorite dyM ? 
He knew by verie to chain the headlong floods. 
Silence loud winds, or charm attentive woods. 
Nor deign 'd but to high • themes to tune the firing, 
To fuch as heaven might hear, and angels fing ; 
Unlike thofe bards, who, uninformed to play. 
Grate on their jarring pipes a flafhy lay : 
Each line difplay'd united ftrength and eafe, 
Formed like his manners to inftru6l and pleafe. 

So herbs of balmy excellence produce 
A blooming flower and falutary juice : 
And while each plant a fmiling grace reveals, 
Ufefully gay ! at once it charms, and heals. 

Tranfcend ev'n after death, ye gxeat, in (how. 
Lend pomp to aihes, and be vain in woe $ 
Hire fubftitutes to mourn with formal cries. 
And bribe unwilling drops from venal eyes. 
While here fincerity of grief appears, 
Silence that fpeaks, and eloquence in tears ! 
While tirM of life, we but confent to live 
To fhow the world how really we grieve ! 
As fome fond fire, whofc only fon lies dead. 
All loft to comfort makes the duft his bed : 
Hangs o'er his urn, with frantic grief deplores, 
And bathes his clay-cold cheek with copious fhowers, 

• Mr. Fenton intended to write iipop moral fubje£!f. 

Such 
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Such heart-felt pangs on thy fad bier attend; 
Companion I Brother ! all in one— my friend! 
Unlefs the foul a wound eternal bears. 
Sighs artr but air> but common water, tears ; 
The proud, relentlefs, weep in ftate, and fliow 
Not forrow, but magnificence of woe. 

Thus in the fountain, from the fculptor's handty 
With imitated life, an image (lands ; 
From rocky entrails, through his ftony eyes. 
The mimic tears in ftreams inccffant rife 5 
Unconfcious I while aloft the waters flow^ 
The gazers wonder, and a public (how. 

Ye haliowM donies, his frequent yiiits tell. 
Thou court, where God himfelf delights to dwell j 
Thou myftic table, and thou holy feaft. 
How often have ye feen the facred gueft I 
Kow oft his foul with heavenly manna fed ? 
His faith enliyen'd, while his fin lay dead ! 
While liftening angels heard fuch raptures rife, 
As, when they hyn n th' Almighty, charm the flues ? 
But where, now where, without the body^s aid. 
New to the heavens, fubfifis thy gentle (hade f 
Glides it beyond our grofs imperfe£l fky, 
PleasM high o*er ftars, from world to world, to fly I 
And fearlefs marks the comet's dreadful t>]aze, 
While monarchs quake, and trembling nations gazei* 
Or holds deeps converfe with the mighty dead^ 
Champions of viitue, who for virtue bled ? 
Or joins in confort with angelic choirs, 
Wlicre hymning feraphs found their golden lyres» 
!>,' 7 Wliere 
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Where raptur'd fatats unfading crowns inwieath. 
Triumphant o'er the world, o'er fm, and death ? 
O ! may the thought his friend's devotion laife ! 
O ! may he imitate, as well as praife ! 
Awake, my heavy foul ! and upward fly, 1 

Speak to the faint, and meet him in the Iky, > 

Andalk the certain way to rife as high. 3 

To ThOMAS MAR RIOT, Efq; 

T Prefix your name to the following poem, as a monu- 
-■• ment of the long and fincere friend (hip I have borne 
you : I anri fenfible you arc too good a Judge of poetry 
to approve Jt 5 however, it will be a teftimony of my 
refpeft : You conferred obligations upon me veiy early 
in life, almoft as foon as I was capable of receiving 
them : May thefe verfes on Death long furvive my 
o>fn ! and remain a memorial of our friendihip, and 
n)3(.gratitude when I am no more. 

William Broome. 

A POEM ON DEATH. 

Xa kajUvuu /fe C^v i EURIP. 

/^ ! forEljiah^s car, to wing my way 

^^ O'er the dark gulph of death to endlcfs day ! 

A thoufand ways, alas ! frail mortals lead 

To her dire den, and dreadful all to tread ! 

7 See! 
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Sec ! in the horroi-s of yon houfe of woes. 

Troops of all maladies the fiend enclofe ! 

High on a trophy rais'd of human bones. 

Swords, fpears, and arrows, and fepulchral flones^ 

In horrid ftate (he reigns ! attendant ills 

Bcfiege her throne, and when (he frowns, (he kills ; 

Through the thick gloom the torch red-glcaming burnt 

O'er (hrouds, and fable palls, and mouldering nrns : 

While flowing ftoles, black plumes, and fcutcheons fpread 

An idle ponij) around the (ilcnt dead : 

Unaw'd by power, in common heap (he flings 

The fcrips of beggars, and the crowns of kings : 

Here gnrles of fighs, in (lead of breezes, blow. 

And ftreams of tears for ever- murmuring flow 1 

The mournful yew with folemn horror waves 

His baleful branches, faddening even the graves j 

Around all birds obfcenc loud-fcreaming fly. 

Clang their black wings, and (hriek along the fky : • 

The ground pcrvcr(e, though bare and barren, breeds 

All poifons, foes to life, and noxious weeds t ■ 

But, blafted frequent by th' unwholfome fky, , 

Dead fall the birds, the very poifons die. 

Full in the entrance of the dreadful doors. 
Old age, half vani(h*d to a ghoft, deplores s 
Prop'd on his crutch, he drags with many a groan 
The load of life, yet dreads to lay it down. 

There, downward driving an unnumbered band. 
Intemperance and Difeafe, walk hand in hand i 
Thefe, Torment, whirling with remorfelefs fway i 

A fcourge of iron, laflies on the way* 

There 
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There frantic Anger, prone to wild extremes, 
Grafps an enfanguin'd Iword, and heaven blafphemes* 
There heart- fick Agony diftortcd ftands. 
Writhes his convulfive limbs, and wrings his hands. 
There Sorrow droops his ever-penfivc head. 
And Care (iill toHes on his iron bed : 
Or, nnufing, fattens on the ground his eye. 
With folded arms i with every breath, a figh. 
Hydrops unwieldy wallows in a flood. 
And Muriher rages, red with human blood. 
With Fever, Famine, and afflictive Pain, 
Plague, Peftilcnce, and War, a difmal train ! 
Thefe, and a thoufand more, the fiend furround. 
Shrieks pierce the air, and groans to groans refound. 
O ! Heavens ! is this the palTage to the ikies 
That man muft tread, when man your favourite dies? 
Oh ! for Elijah's car, to wing my way 
O'er the dark gulph of death to endlefs day ! 

Confounded at the fight, my fpirits fled. 
My eyes rain*d tears, my very heart was dead ! 
I waird the lot of man, that all would fhun. 
And all muft bear that breathe beneath the fun. 

When lo ! an heavenly form, divinely fair. 
Shoots from the ftarry vault through fields of air; 
And, fwifter than on wings of lightning driven. 
At once feems here and there, in earth and heaven ! 
A dazzling brightnefs in refulgent dreams 
Flows from his locks jnwreathM with funny beams ; 
His rofeate cheeks the bloom of heaven difplay. 
And from his eyes dart gloi ies> more than day : 

A robe. 
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robe, of light condensed, around him (hone» 
nd his loins glitterM with a (larry zone : 
nd while the liftening winds lay hulh'd to hear^ 
hus fpoke the vifion, amiably fevere ! 
Vain man ! would'ft thou efcapc the common lot, 
o live, to fufFer, die, and be forgot ? 
dok back, on ancient times, primaeval years, 
11, all are pad! a mighty void appears ! 
eroes, and kings, thofe Gods of earth, whofe fame 
.w'd half the nations, now are but a name ! 
'he great in arts, or aims ; the wile, the juft, 
[ix with the meaneft in congenial duft ! 
v'n Saints and Prophets the fame paths have trod, 
.mbalTadors of heaven, and friends of God ! 
.nd thou, would'ft thou the general fentence fly ? 
[ofes is dead ! thy Saviour deign'd to die! 
[ortal, in all thy afts regard thy end ; 
ive well, the time thou liv'ft, and death 's thy friends 
hen curb each rebel thought again ft the fky, 
.nd die refign'd, O ! Man ordain'd to die ! 

He added not, but fpread his wings in flight, 
Lnd vani(h*d inftant in a blaze of light. 

Abafti'd, afliam'd, I cry. Eternal Power, 
yield ! I wait refign'd the appointed hour ! 
Ian, foolifh man, no more thy foul deceive ! 
^o die, is but the fureft way to live : 
Vhen age we aflc, we aflc it in our wrong, 
lnd pray our time of fuffering may be long ; 
"he naufeous draught, and dregs of life to drain, 
i.nd feel infirmity, and length of pain ! 

K What 
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What art thou Kfe, that we ihotild court thy ftay ? 
A breath, one fingle gafp muft puflfaway ! 
A flioriyHv'd flower, that with the day muft fade ? 
A fleeting vapour, and an empty fhade ! 
A ftream, that filently but fwiftly gKdes 
To meet eternity's immeafur'd tides ! 
A being, loft alike by pain or Joy • 
A fly can kill it, or a worm dcftroy ! 
Impair'd by labour, and by eafe undone, 
Commenced in tears, and ended in a groan ! 
Ev'n while I write, the tranfient NOW is paft. 
And death more near this fentence, than the laft ! 
As fome weak Ifthmus feas from fea« divides. 
Beat by rude waves, and fap'd by rufliing tides. 
Torn from its bafe, no moi-e their fury bears, 
At once they clofe, at once it difappears : 
Such, fuch is life ! the mark of mifery plac'd 
Between two worlds, the future and the paft j. 
To time, to ficknefs, and to death a prey. 
It finks, the frail pofl*ef!iori of a day I 

As fome fond boy, in fport, along the fliore 
Builds from the fands a febric of an hour j 
Proud of his fpacious walls, and ftately rooms. 
He ftyles the mimic cells imperial domes : 
The little monarch fwells with fancy'd fway : 
Till fome wind rifmg puffs the dome away j 
So the poor reptile, man! an heir of woe. 
The lord of earth and ocean, fwells in fhow 5 
He plants, he builds, aloft the walls arife! 
The noble plan he fimfties, and— — dies^, 

3 Swej 
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Swept frqm Uifi cartb» he (bares the coxdidob. fate,. 

His fole diftinaioa now,, to rot In. ftate I 

Thus bufy to no end till out of breath, 

Tir*d we lie down, and cloie up all In deaths 
Then bleft the man whom gracious heaven has led 

Through fife's blind mazes to th' immortal dead t 

Who fafely landed on the blifsful ihore. 

Nor himian folly feels nor frailty more! 

O ! Death, thou cure of all our idle flrife 1 

End of the gay» or ierious farce of life ! 

Wi(h of the juft, and refuge of th* oppreft ! 

Where poverty, and where ev'n kmgs find reft ! 

Safe, from the frowns of power! calm^ thoughtful 
hate ! 

And the rude infults of the fcomful great !* 

The grave is facred ! wrath and malice dread 

To violate its peace, and wrong the dead t 

But, Ufe, thy name is woe !' to death we fly 
To grow immortal !— — into life we diet 
Then wifely heaven ki filence has confined 
The happier dead, left none ihould ftay behind'. 
What though the path be dark that mulk be trod» 
Though man be blotted from the works of God^ 
Though the four winds hia IcatterM atoms bear 
To earth^s extremes through ail tk"^ expanfe of aix:;; 
Yet burfting glorious firom the fUent day,. 
He mounts triumphant t« eternal day« 

So when the fun rolls down th' ethereal plain^ 
Bstia^ hia i^lndvn is the whelming naio t 

iw a A traip>- 
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A tranfient night earth, air, and heaven invades, 
EclipsM in horrors of furrounding fhades i 
But foon, emerging with a frefher ray. 
He ftarts exultant, and renews the day. 

COURAGE IN LOVE. 

'\4' Y eyes with floods of tears o'erflow, 
•^ "*• My bofom heaves with conftant woe ; 
Thofe eyes, which thy unkindnefs fwells. 
That bofom, where thy image dwells ! 

How coiild I hope fo weak a flame 
Could ever warm that matchlefs dame. 
When none Elyfium rauft behold, 
Withotlt a radiant bough of gold ? 
'Tis hers, m fpheres to fliine. 
At diftance to admire, is mine : 
Doom'd, like th' en amour 'd • youth, to groan 
For a new goddcfs form'd of flone. 

While thus I fpoke. Love's gentle power 
Defcended from th* xthereal bower ; 
A quiver at his flioulder hung, 
A (haft he grafp'd, and bow unftrung. 
All nature own'd the genial God, 
And the fpring floyrifliM where he trod : 
My heart, no ftranger to the guefl:. 
Fluttered, and laboured in my breaft j 

• PoJydorus, who pined to deatli for the love 
beautiful (latue. 

3 ■ VV 
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When , with a fmile that kindles joy 
Ev'n in the Gods, began the boy : 

How vain thefe tears ! is man decreed^ 
By being abjeft, to fucceed ? 
Hop'ft thon by meagre looks to move f 
Arc women frighten'd into love ? 
He mod prevails who nobly dares } 
In love an hero, as in wars : 
Ev'n Venus may be known to yield, 
But ^tis when Mars difputes the field : 
Sent from a daring hand my dart 
Strikes deep into the fair-one's heart : 
To winds and waves thy cares bequeath, 
A figh is but a wafte of breath : 
What though gay youth, and every grace. 
That beauty boafts, adorn her face. 
Yet Goddeffes have deign'd to wed. 

And take a mortal to their bed : 

And heaven, when gifts of incenfe rife,. 

Accepts it, though it cloud their (kies. 
Mark ! how this marygpld conceals^ 

Her beauty, and her bofom veils. 

How from the dull embrace (he flies 

Of Phoebus, when his beams arife ^ 

But when his glory he difplays. 

And darts around his fiercer rays. 

Her charms fhe opens, and receives. 

The vigorous God into her leaves.. 

K 3 T HE 
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THE COMPLAINT* 

C ^ L I A TO DAMON. 

TWho wa« once the glory of t!hc plain^ 

*- The falreft virgin of thfc virgin train. 

Am now (by thee, O ! falthleft man, betray'd !) 

A fairn, a loft, a miferable maid. 

Yc winds, that witneft to njy deep defpair. 

Receive ray fighs,' and waft them through the air. 

And gently breathe them to my Damon^s ear I 

Curft, ever curft be that unlucky day, 

When trembling, iighing, at my feet he lay, 

I trembled, figh'd, and JookM my heart away ] 

Why was he formM, ye powers, his Text's pride. 

Too falfe to love, too fair to be deny^'d ? 

Ye heedlefs virgins, gaze not on his eyes j 

Lovely they are, but /he that gazes dies ! 

O ! fly his voice, be deaf to all he fays. 

Charms has his voice, but charming it betrays 1 

At every word, each motion of his cy€, 

A thoufand loves are born, a thoufand lovers die* 

Say, gentle youths, ye bleft Arcadian fwains. 
Inhabitants of thefe delightful plains. 
Say, by what fountain, in what rofy bower. 
Reclines my charmer in the noon- tide hour ! 
To you, dear fugitive, wherever you ftray. 
Wild with dcfpair, impatient of delay. 

Swift 
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Swift on the wings of eager love I Ry, 

Or fend my foul ftill fwifter in a figh I 

I *d then inform you of your Cseiia^s care8« 

And try the «lo^iiente ef female tears { 

Fearlefs I *4 ftSt where deflation teigns> 

Tread the wild wafte, or btiming Libyan plains : - 

Or where the North hisfudous piaions tries. 

And howling hnnicanes embroil the ikies ! 

Should all the monfters in Getulia bred 

Oppofe the {MUIage of a tender mflid» 

DauntlefS) if Damon calls, his Caelia fpeeds 

Through all the monfters that Getulia breeds ! 

Bold was Bonducd) and her ai-rows flew 

Swift and unerring from the twfemging yew ; 

By love inf|^ir\l, I 11 teach the ftiaft to fly, 

For thee I 'd conquer, or at leaft would die I 

If o'er the dreary Caucafus you go. 

Or mountains crown'd with everlaftirtg fnow, 

Where through the freeaing flcies iM dorms it pours^ 

And brightens the dull Jiir with (hirtihg fliowers, 

lEv'n there with you I fcould fecUtcly reft, 

And dare all cold^ but in my Damon*s breaft ; 

Or fliould you dwell beneath the Aihry ray. 

Where rifing Phoebus ufherd*-in the day, 

There, there I dwell 1 Thou fun, exert thy fires, 

Love, mighty love, a fierter flame infplres : 

Or if a pilgrim you would pay your vows. 

Where Jordan^ s ftreams in foft mceanders flows j 

I 'II be a pilgrim, and my vows I '11 pay 

Where Jordan's dreams in foft maeandei's plAy t 

• K4 ]i>y 
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Joy of my foul ! my every wilh in one ! 
"Why muft I love, when loving I 'm undone ? 
Sweet are the whifpers of the waving trees. 
And murmuring 'waters, curling to the breeze-: 
Sweet arc foft flumbers in the (hady bowers 
When glowing funs infett the fuluy hours ; 
But not the whifpers of the waving trees. 
Nor murmuring waters, curling to the breeze. 
Not fweet foft flumbei's in the (hady bowers. 
When thou art abfent whom my foul adores ! 
Come, let us feek fome flowery, fragrant bed I 
Come, on thy bofom reft my love-fick head ! 
Come, drive thy flocks beneath the ihady hills. 
Or foftly flumber by the murmuring rills ! 
Ah no 1 he flies ! that dear enchanting he ! 
Whofe beauty fteals my verj* felf from me ! 

Yet wert thou wont the garland to prepare. 
To crown with fragrant wreaths thy Cselia's hair t 
When to the lyre fhe tun*d the vocal lays. 
Thy tongue would flatter, and thine eyes fpcak praife ^ 
And when fmooth-gliding in the dance flie mov'd, 
Aflc thy falfe bofom if it never lov'd ^ 
And ftill her eye fome little luftre bears 
If fwains fpeak truth !- -though dim'd for thee with tears' 
But fade each grace ! fince he no longer fees 
Thofe charms, for whom alone I wifli to pleafc ! 

But whence thefe fudden, fad prefaging fears, 
Thefe rifing fighs, and whence thefe flowing tears ? 
Ah ! left the trumpet's terrible alarms, 
Have drawn the lover from his Caelia's charms. 
To try the doubtful fleld, and ftiine in azure arms ! 

Ah! 
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Ah ! canft thou bear the labours of the war. 
Bend the tough bow, or dart the pointed fpear ? 
Deilft, fond youth ! let others glory gain. 
Seek empty honour o'er the furgy main. 
Or (heathM in horrid arms rufli dreadful to the plain I 
Thee, /hepherd, thee the pleafurable woods. 
The painted meadows, and the cryftal floods. 
Claim and invite to blefs their fweet abodes. 
There fliady bowers and fylvan fcenes arife, 
There fountains murmur, and the fpring fupplies 
Flowers to delight the fmell, or charm the eyes : 
But mourn, ye fylvan fcenes and (hady bowers. 
Weep all ye fountains, languish all ye flowers I 
If in a defert Damon but appear. 
To Caelia's eyes a defert is more fair 
Than all your charms, when Damon is not there I 
Gods ! what foft words, what fweet delufive wiles 
He boafts ! and oh ! thofe dear undoing fmiles ! 
Pleas'd with our ruin, to his arms we run : 
To be undone by him, who vrould not be undone ? 
Alas ! I rave ! ye fwelling torrents, roll 
Your watery tribute o'er my love-fick foul ! 
To cool my heart, your waves, ye oceans, bear ! 
Oh ! vain are all your waves, for Love is there ! 
But ah ! what fudden thought to frenzy moves 
My tortured foul ?— perhaps, my Damon loves ! 
Some fatal beauty, yielding all her charms. 
Detains the lovely traitor from my arms ! 
Blaft her, ye flcies ! let inftant vengeance feize 
Thofe guilty charms, whofe crime it is to plcafe ! 

Damon 
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of Tartarua, &c. 

fTtf, &c. €Hoy. 666. 

ibunds the vault of hearen wt^ lend thrm^^ 
Gods by Gods embattling m(k to arm»} 
the Titans of portentous fize, 
their dungeons, and aflauk the ikies { 
unchainM from Erebus and Nighty 
giants aid' the Gods in iight : 
d arms each tower-like warrior rears^ 
from fifty heads amid the ftars ; 
ul brotherhood ftern- frowning ftands, 
an hundred rocks from hundred hands r 
I rufli'd with fury uncontrord, 
on Gods, o-'er giant giant roU'd f 
i the ocean with a dreadful ibund, 
}k with all its thrones, and groaned thcgrowi^ 
h' eternal poles at every ftroke, 
id hell from its foundations ftiook i 
id noife, th* aerial region fills, 
on rocks, and hills encounter hills i 

jn, Cottufti Gyges. 
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Through earth, air, heaven, tumultuous clamours rife, 

And^ihouts of battle thunder in the fkies : . 

Then Jove omnipotent difplay'd the God, 

And all Olympus, trembled as he trod : 

He grafps ten thoufand thunders in his hand. 

Bares his red arm, and wields the forky brand j 

Then aims the bolts, and bids his lightnings play. 

They flafli, and rend through heaven their flaming way i 

Redoubling blow on blow, in wrath he moves. 

The fmg*d earth groans, and burns with all her groves j 

The floods, the billows, boiling hifs with flres. 

And bickering flame, and fmouldering fmoke afpires : 

A night of clouds blots out the golden day ; 

Full in their eyes the writhen lightnings play, 

Ev'n chaos burns : again earth groans, heaven roars. 

As tumbling downward with its fhining towers j 

Or burft this earth, torn from her central place. 

With dire difruption from her deepeft bafe : 

Nor flept the wind : the wind new horror forms, 

•Clouds da(h on clouds before th' outrageous ftorms ; 

While tearing up the fands, in drifts they rife. 

And half the deferts mount th' encumbered flcies : 

At once the temped bellows, lightnings fly. 

The thunders roar, and clouds involve the flcy ; 

Stupendous were the deeds of heavenly might j 

What Icfs, when Gods conflifting cope in fight ? 

Now heaven its foes with horrid inroad gores. 

And flow and fower recede the giant powers j 

Here flialks -/^geon, here fierce Gyges moves. 

There Cottus rends up hills with all their groves; 

Thefe 
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?fe hurrd at once againft the Titan bands 
ee hundred mountains from three hundred hands : 
I overlhadowing, overwhelming bound 
h chains infrangible beneath the ground ; 
•w this earth, far as earth's confines lie 
ough fpace unmeafur'd, from the ftarry Iky ; 
; days an anvil of enormous weight, 
m rufliing headlong from th' aerial height, 
ce reaches earth : Thence toft in giddy rounds 
ce reaches in nine days th' infernal bounds 5 
'all of iron of ftupendous height 
rds the dire dungeons black with threefold night ; 
1 o'er the horrors of th' eternal fhade 
(ledfaft bafe of earth and Teas is laid ; 
re in coercive durance Jove detains 
groaning Titans in affli6live chains, 
at of woe ! remote from ch earful day, 
DUgh gulphs impaflable, a boundlels way. 
bove thefe realms, a brazen ftru6lure ftands 
h brazen portals, framed by Neptune's hands j 
3Ugh chaos to the ocean's bafe it fwells, 
re ftern ^geon with his giants dwells j 
:e guards of Jove ! from hence the fountains rife 
t wafh the earth, or wander through the Ikies, 
t groaning murmur through the realm of woes, 
eed the channels where the ocean flows j 
efVed horrors throng the dire abodes, 
id and fell ! detefted ev'n by Gods ? 
mous gulph ! immenfe the bounds appear, 
teful and void, the joutncy of a year; *' • 

L Where 
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Where beating ftornis, as in wild wfairb they fightp 
Toft the pale wanderer* and retofs through night ; 
The powers immortal with afiright furvey 
The hideous charm^ and feal it up from day. 

Hence through the vault of heaven huge Atlas rears 
■His gUnit limbs, and props the golden fpheres : 
Here fable Night, and here the beamy Day, 
Lodge and diAodge, alternate in their fway. 
■A brazen port the varying powers divides. 
When Day forth iflues, here the Night rcfides j 
And when Night veils the (kies, obfequious Day* 
He-entering^ plunges from the ftarry way. 
She from her lamp, with beaming radiance bright. 
Pours o'er th' expanded earth a flood of light : 
But Night, by Sleep attended, rides in (hades. 
Brother of Death, and all that breathes invades : 
From • her foul womb they fprunf^, refiftlefs powers, 
Nurs'd in the horrors of Tartarean bowers. 
Remote from day, when with her flaming wheels 
She mounts the Ikies, or paints the weftern hills : 
With downy footftepsfleep in filence glides 
0*er the wide earth, and o'er the fpacious tides j 
The friend of life ! Death unrelenting beat's 
An iron heart, and laughs at human cares ; 
She makes the mouldering race of man her prey. 
And ev'n th' immortal powers deteft her fway. 

Thus fell the f Titans from the realms above, 
Beneath the tliundcrs df Almighty Jove j 

• Of night. t 8»#. 

Then 
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Then earth impregnate felt maternal woe», 

And (hook through all her frame with teeming throes « 

Hence rofe Typheeus, a gigantic birth, 

A monfter f|uimg from Tarurus and Earth, 

A match for Gods in might I on high he fpreads 

From his huge trunk an hundred dragons heads. 

And from an hundred mouths in vengeance flings 

EnvenomM foam, and darts an hundred ftings ; 

Horror, terrific, frowns from eveiy brow. 

And like a furnace his red eye-balls glow ; 

Fires dart from every creft, and as he turns 

Keen fplendors flafh, and all the giant burns : 

Whene'er he fpeaks, in echoing thunders rife 

An hundred voices, and affright the fkies, 

Unutterably fierce ! the bright abodes 

Frequent they (hake, and terrify the 6ods : 

Now bellowing like a favage bull, they roar, ' 

Or angry lions in the midnight hour $ 

Now yell like furious whelps, or hifs like fnakes. 

The rocks rebound, and every mountain fhakes ; 

He hurrd defiance *gainft th* immortal powers, 

And heaven had feiz*d with all its ihining towers, 

But, at the voice of Jove, from pole to pole 

Ked lightnings flaih, and raging thunders roll. 

Rattling o'er all th' escpanfion of the (kies. 

Bolt after bolt o'er earth and ocean flies. 

Stern frowns the God amidft the lightnings blare, 

Olympus fliakes from his eternal bafe ; 

Trembles the earth : fierce flame involves the poles, 

'Devours the ground, and o'er the billows rolls, 

L a Fires 
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Fires from Typhoeus flaih : with dreadful found 

Storms rattle, thunder rolls, and groans the ground ; 

Above, below, the conflagration roars, 

Ev'n the feas kindled burn through all their Ihores, 

Deluge of fire I Earih rocks her tottering coafts. 

And gloomy Pluto (hakes with all his ghofts ; 

E-v'n the pale Titans, chainM on burning floors. 

Start at the din that rends th' infernal fhores ; 

Then, in full wrath, Jove all the God applies. 

And all his thunders burft at once the (kies. 

And rufhing gloomy from th' Olympian brow, 

He blafts the giant with th' almighty blow ; 

The giant tumbling finks beneath the wound. 

And with enormous ruin rocks the ground : 

Nor yet the lightnings of th' Almighty (lay, 

Through the fingM earth they burft their burning way f 

Earth kindling inward, melts in all her caves, 

And hifTing floats with fierce metallic waves ; 

As iron fufile from the furnace flows, 

Or molten ore with keen effulgence glows. 

When the dire bolts of Jove ftern Vulcan frames. 

In burning channels roll the liquid flames : 

Thus melted earth, and Jove from realms on high, 

Plung'd the huge giant to the nether flcy. 

Then from Typhoeus fprung the winds that bear 
Storms on their wings, and thunder in the air: 
But from the Gods defcend of milder kind, 
The Eaft, the Weft, the South and Boreal wind 5 
Thefe in foft whifpers breathe a friendly breeze. 
Play through tlie groves, or fport upon the feas : 

They 
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They fan the fultry air with ceding gales, 
And waft from realm to realm the flying faiU ; 
The reft in ftorms of founding whirlwinds fly, 
Tofs the wild waves, and battle in the Iky 5 
Fatal to man ! at once all ocean roars. 
And fcatter'd navies bulge on diftant flit)res. 
Then thundering o'er t|}e earth they rend their way, 
Grafs, herb, and flower, beneath their rage decay ; * 
While towers, and domes, vain boafts of human truft. 
Torn from their inmoft bafe, are whelm'd in duft. 

Thus heaven aflerted its eternal reign. 
O'er the proud giants, and Titanic ti*ain ; 
And now in peace the Gods their Jove obey, 
And all the thrones of heaven adore his fway. 
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The LOVE of JASON and MEDEA. 

From the Third Book, Verfc 743, of Apollonwa- 
Rhodius. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

*Tn HE tranflator has talcen the liberty in the foHow- 
'■' ing verfion from the Argonautics of ApollosiuSy. 
as well as in the ftory of Talus, to omit whatever has 
not an immediate relation to the fubjeftj yet hopes 
that a due conne6lion is not wanting ; and that the 
reader will not be difpleafed with thefe fhort flcetches- 
from a Poet, who is afHrmed to be every where fub- 
lime, by no lefs a critic than Longinus; and from- 
whom many vcrfes are borrowed by fo great a Poet at 
Virgil. 

"^r O W riling (hades a folemn gloom difplay, 
-^-^ O'er the wide earth, and o'er th' ethereal way \. 
All night the failor marks the northern team. 
And golden circlet of Orion's beam : 
A deep rcpofe the weary wanderer fhares, 
And the faint watchman fleeps away his cares ; 
Ev'n the fond mother, while all brcathlefs lies 
Her child of love, in (lumber feals her eyes j 

No 
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No found of village-dog, no noife invades 
The death-like filence of the midnight ihadet ; 
Alone Medea wakes : To love a prey. 
Reliefs ihe rolls, and groans the night aways 
Now the fire-breathing bulls command her cares. 
She thinks on Jafon, and for Jafon fears i 
In fad review, on horrors horrors rife. 
Quick beats her hearty from thought to thought (he flies^ 
As from repleni/hM urns, with dubious ray. 
The fun-beams dancing from the furiace play. 
Now here, now there, the trembling radiance falls 
Alternate flaihing round th^ illumined walls ; 
Thus fluttering bounds the trembling virgin*s bloody 
And from her fhining eyes defcends a floods 
Now raving with refiftlefs flames flie glows, 
Now iick with love flie melts with fofier woes : 
The tyrant God, of every thought poifefl. 
Beats in each pulfe, and flings- and racks her breafl: 
Now (tkd refolve» the magic to betray 
To tame the bulls, now yield him up a prey : 
Again the drugs difdaining to fupply, ' 

She loath» die light> and. meditates to die s. 
Anon, repelling wit)»a brave dlfdain 
The coward thought, flie nouri flies the pain : 
Thus toft, retoft with furious ftormsof cares. 
On the cold ground flie rolls, and thus with tears v 

Ah me ! where'er I turn, before my eyes 
A dreadful view, on forrows forrows rife I 
Toft in a giddy whirl of ftrong defire, 
tglow, I burn, yet blefs the plcafing firej 

L.4, Qhadj 



1^2 BROOME'S POEMS. 

Ti^cl this fpirit from its prifon fled, 
By Dian fent to wander with the dead, 

Eie the proud Orecians view'd the Cholchian fki( 
Efc Jafon, lovely Jafon, met thele eyes! 
Hell gave the (hining mifchief to our coaft, 

Medea faw him, and Medea's loft 

But why thefe forrows ? if the powers on high 
Hi3 death decree, die, vi'retchcd Jafon die! 
Shall I elude my fire ? my art betray ? 
Ah me ! what words (hall purge the guilt away I 

But could I yield O whither muft I run 

To find the man whom virtue bids me ftiun i 

Shall I, all loft to fliame, to Jafon fly ? 
And yet 1 muft— If Jafon bleeds, I die! 
Then, fljame, farewell ! Adieu forever, fame! 
iSail black difgrace ! be fam'd for guilt my nami 
Live ! Jafon, live ! enjoy the vital air ! 
Live through my aid ! and fly where winds can b 
But when he flies, ye poifons, lend your powei-s 
That day, Medea treads tir infernal ftiores I 
Then, wretched maid, thy lot is endlefs fliame. 
Then the proud dames of Chclchos blaft thy nan 

1 hear them cry— « The falle MeJta's dead, 

* Through guilty paflion for a ttrangcr's bed, 
' Medea, carelefs of her virgin fame, 

* Prefer'd a ftranger to a father's nainc !' 
O may I rather yield this vital breath. 

Than bear that bafe diflionour, worfe than deatli 
Thus waiTtLihe fair, and feiz'd with horrid jc 
Drugs foes to life, and potent to deftroy, 

3 A 
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A magazine of death ! again fhe pours 

From herfwoln eye-balls tears in (hining /howers<j 

With grief infatiate, and with trembling hands. 

All comfortlefs the calk of death expands : 

A fudden fear her labouring foul invades. 

Struck witji the horrors of th' infernal (hades : 

She ftands deep-mufing with a faded brow, 

Ahforpt in thought, a monument of woe! 

While all the comforts that on life attend. 

The chearful ccnveife, and the faithful friend. 

By thought deep-imag'd in her bofom play, 

Endearing life, and charm delpair away : 

Th' all-chearing funs with fweeter light arife. 

And every objeft brightens to her eyes i 

Then from her hand the baneful drugs fhe throws, 

Confents to live, recovered from her woes 5 

Refolv'd the magic virtue to betray. 

She waits the dawn, and calls the lazy day : 

Time feems to ftand, or backward drive his wheels : 

The hours (he chides, and eyes the eaftcrn hills. 

At length the dswn with orient beams appears. 

The fliades difperfe, and man awakes to cares. 

Studious to picafe, her graceful length of hair 

With art (he hinds, that wantcn'd with the air 9 

From her foft cheek (lie wipes the tear away, 

And bids keen lightnings from her eyes to play j 

From limb to limb refrefning unguents pours, 

Unirvents, that breathe of heaven, in copious (bowers; 

Her robe (he next alTumes ; bright clafps of gold 

Clofc to tlie IdTening waift the robe infold j 

Down 
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Down from her fwelling loins, the reft unbound 
Floats in rich waves redundant o'er the ground t 
Lafty with a fliining veil her cheeks (he ihade8> 
Then fwimming fmooth along magnificently treadt^ 

Thus forward mores the faireft of her kind* 
Blind to the future, to the pcefent blind $ ^ 
Twelve maids* attendants on her virgin bower* 
Alike unconfcious of the bridal hour* 
Join to the car the mules ; dire rites to pay* 
To Hecate's black fane ihe bends her way ; 
A juice (he bears, whofe magic virtue tames 
(Through fell Perfephone) the rage of flames j 
It gives the hero, ftrong in matchlefs might. 
To ftand fecure of harms in mortal fight j 
It mocks the fword : the fword without a wound. 
Leaps as from marble fhiver'd to the ground : 
She mounts the car * , nor rode the nymph alone* 
On either fide two lovely damfels fhone : 
Her hand with (kill th' embroidered rein controls*. 
Back fly the ftreets, as fwift the chariot rolls. 
Along the wheel-worn road they hold their way*. 
The domes retreat, the finking towers dtcay : 
Bare to the knee fuccin£l a dami[el train 
Behind attends, and glitters tow'rd the plain. 
As when her limbs divine, Diana laves 
In fair Parthenius*^ or th^" Amnefian waves* 
Sublime in royal ftate the bounding roes 
Whirl her bright car along the mountain brows 5 
Swift to her fane in pomp the goddefs moves* 
The nymphs attend that haunt the fhady groves* 
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Th^ Amnefian fount, or filver-ftreamiog rills } 

Nymphs of the vales, or Oreads of the hills ! 

The fawning beafts before the goddefs play. 

Or, trembling, fevage adoration pay. 

Thus on her car fublime the nymph appears,' 

The croud falls back, and as ihe moves reveres : 

Swift to the fane aloft her courfe (he bends j 

The fane ihe reaches, and to earth defcends : 

Then to her train — Ah me t I fear we ftray. 

Milled by folly to this lonely way ! 

Alas ! fliould Jafon with his Greeks appear,. 

Where fhould we fly ? I fear, alas,. I fear. ! 

No more the Cholchian youths, and virgin train. 

Haunt the cool (hade, or tread in dance the plain : 

But iince alone ;— with fports beguile the hours. 

Come chaunt the fong, or pluck the blooming flowers. 

Pluck every fwect, to deck your virgin bowers ! 

Then warbling foft ♦, (he lifts her heavenly voice. 

But fick with mighty love, the fong is noiic j 

She hears from every note a difcord rife, 

Till, paufing, on her tongue the mufic diesj 

She hates each objeft, every face offends. 

In every wifh, her foul to Jafon fends ; 

With (harpen'd eyes the diftant lawn explores^ 

To find the obje£l whom her foul adores 5 

At every whifper of the paffing air. 

She ftarts, (he turns, and hopes her Jafon there j. 

Again (he fondly looks, nor looks in vain, 

lie comes, her Jafon (hines along the plain : 

*947. 
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As when, emerging from the watery way, 

Refulgent Sirius lifts his golden ray. 

He fhines terrific ! for his burning breath 

Taints the red air with fevers, plagues, and death j 

Such to the nymph approaching Jafon ihows, 

Bright author of unutterable woes ; 

Before her -eyes a fwimming darknefs fpread. 

Her flufhM check glow'd, her very heart was dead j 

No more her knees their wonted olHce knew, 

Fix'f. without motion, as to earth (he grew; 

Her train recedes : the meeting lovers gaze 

In filent wonder, and in Hill amaze : 

As two fair cedars on the mountain's brow. 

Pride of the groves ! with roots adjoining grow j 

Ereft and motionlefs the ftately trees 

Awhile remain, while fleeps each fanning breeze. 

Till from th' u^olian caves a blaft unbound 

Bends their proud tops, and bids their boughs rcfound-, 

Thus gazing they : till by the breath of love 

Strongly at length infpir'd, they fpeak, they move: 

With fmiles the love-fick virgin he furvey'd. 

And fondly thus addreft the blooming maid. 

Difmifs, my fair, my love, thy virgin fear; 
'Tis Jafon fpeaks, no enemy is here ! 
Man, haughty man, is of obdurate kind, 1 

But Jafon bears no proud, inhuman mind, > 

By gentleft manners, fofteft arts refin'd. 3 

Whom would'ft thou fly ? Stay, lovely virgin, ftayi 
Speak every thought I far hence be fears away 1 

Speak! 
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Speak ! and be truth in eve y accent found ! 

Dread to deceive ! we -tread on * hallow'd ground. 

By the ftern power who guards this facred place> 

By the ilhiftrious authors of thy race ; 

By Jove, to whom the ftranger's caufe belongs, 

To whom the fuppliant, and who feels their wrongs -j 

O guard me, fave me, in the needful hour ! 

Without thy aid, thy Jafon is no more j 

To thee a fuppliant, in diftrefs I bend. 

To thee a ftranger, and who wants a friend ! 

Then, when between us feas and mountains rife, 

Mcdea''s name (hall found in diftant fkies ; 

All Greece to thee fhall owe her heroes fates. 

And blefs Medea through her hundred ftates. 

The mother and the wife, who now in vain 

Roll their fad eyes faft-ftreaming o'er the main, 

Shall ftay their tears : The mother, and the wife,. 

Shall blefs thee for a fon's or hufband's life ! 

Fair Ariadne, fprung from Minos' bed, 

Sav'd the brave Thefeus, and with Thefeus fled, 

Forfook her father, and her native plain. 

And ftem'd the tumults of the furging main j 

Yet the ftern fire relented, and forgave 

The maid, whofe only crime rt was to fave : 

Ev'n the juft Gods forgave : and now on high 

A ftar (he (hines, and benutlfies the (ky : 

What bleffincrs then (hall rigliteous heaven decree 

For all our heroes Hiv'd, and fav'd by thee ? 

Heaven gave thee not to kill, Co foft an air. 

And cruelty fure never look'd fo fair ! 

* • Temple of Hecate. 
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He ceased, but left fo ^charming on her ear 
His voice, that iiftening ftili fhe ieemM to hear^ 
Her eye to earth fhe bend« with modeft grace^ 
And heaven in fmiles is open'*d in her face. 
A glance (he fteals $ but rofy biufhes fpread 
Or her fair cheek, and then (he drops her head^ 
A thoufand words at once to fpeak fhe tries 5 
In vain— but fpeaks a thoufand with her eyes j 
Trembling the fhining cafket fhe expands, 
Then gives the nnagic virtue to his hands ; 
And had the power been granted to convey 
Her heart — had given her very heart away: 

fiPISTOLA AD Amicum Rusticant«m, 

Scripta Vcre ineunte Cantab. 1709. 

Tr» C QUID abfenti tibi cura Grantae ? 
♦"-^ Ecquid antiqui memor es fodalis I 
Chare peimultis, mihi prseter omnes 

Chare, Georgt. 
Cernis ! ut mulcet levis auraxanopos 1 " 
Ut rofa duici, violifque t^rram 
Flora depingit, Zephyrufque blandis 

Ventiltt alisl 
Tarde, quid ceiTas ? Age Rozinantis 
Terga confcendas eques * ingenientis, 
Tene ruralis Galataea duris 

DctincfUlnis? 
• Obefo fuit corpore. 
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3>igne fuccendi meliore flamma ! — 
Sive • ClariiTainy^ Juvcnumve curam 
Philliden mavisy placeatve, quondam 

Pulchra, Lycoris. 

Tarde, quid ccffas f tibi multa virgo 
Splendidos Ixdh lacrymls ocellos> 
£t tibi fruftra ad fpeculum comarum 

Circinat orbes ! 

Tc frequens votis revocat fophiftcs, 
Dum Johafinenfi madidus lyaeo, 
De tubis haui'it, revomitque dulcem 

Undique nubem. 

Quin velis fcribam quid habet novorum 
Granta ? Marlburus fpoliis onuilus^ 
Gailscas fudit^prop^ f Scaldis undam 

StragePhalangas. 

O! triumphalen gladium recondas ! 
Ite vos laurus fanie rubentes ! 
Sis memorpacis, viridique cingas 

Tempora Myrto J 

Hue ades divum atque bominum voluptas 
Molle fubiidens, Venus I hue forores 
Gratiae ! longum vale O ! Minerva 

Afpera Virgo ! 

• Trcs clegwitcs apud Cantabrigiam PucII«. 
t JuxU Aldenardum. 
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Barbaro tandem fatiata, lurlo 
^gidem ponas, gladlumque ; caftam 
Virginem diits gladius, feroxque 

Dedecet JEgis. 

Flagitas noftrae quid agunt camoenae ? 

Uror infelix ! mihi me Belinda 

Surripit! Collum O ! niveum, O! Puellae 

Suave labellura ! 
Ah ! ut obliquo afpiciens ocello 
Torruit pe£lus ?-— neque tu furoris 
Infcius bland! ! tibi facvit imis 

Flamma medullis ! 
Tu tamen felix ! cchibere trifles 
Tu potes curas ! • Cerealis hauftus 
Eft tibi, prcefens relevare diro 

Pc6lora luftu* 
Corticem aftriftum pice cum reducis, 
Audin' ingenti tonat ut boatu 
Fumidus! funimo ruit ut lagenae 

Spumeus ore ! 
Cernis ! ut vitro nitet invidendo 
Aureum nectar ! comes it facetus 
Cui jocus, quocura Venus Sc Cupido 

Splcula tingunt.. 
Jam mcmor charae, cyathum coronas, 
Virginis :-— plciuim video !— -ah ! caveto 
Dextra ne quaflet male, dum laborat 

Pondere dulci 1 

• Anglice bottled ale. 
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Euge !— ficcafti bene, fortitcrque !— 
Hinc adeft curae medicina ! fuaves 
Hinc tibi fomniy & tibi fuaviora 

Sorania fomnis I 

Hos bibens fuccos, nihil invidebis 
Italic* quamvis cyathi Falerno 
Dulce nigrefcant, neque Gallicanae 

Laudibus nvae ! 
Hic JohannenH latitans fuili 
Grunnioy fcribens-iitiente labro, 
Aut graves hauftus> inimica Mufis 

Pocula, duco. 



M Sl^T^^^ 



96* IBROOME'S FO£MS> 

SIXTEEN ODES* 
A N A C R E O N. 



ODE XV. Hafpy Life.. 

. 'Tp HE wealth of Gyges I defpifc, 
'*' Gems are ufelefs glitterijig toys. 
Gold I leave, and fuch vain things^ 
To the low aim and pride of king^. 

Let ray harr with unguents flow. 
With rofy garlands crown- roy brow f 
The prefent moment I enjoy. 
Doomed in the next, perhaps, to die f 

Then, whrlc the hour ferenely fhines^ 
Tofs the gay die, and quaff thy wines t 
But ever, in the genial hour. 
To Bacchus the libation pour, 
Left death in wrath approach, and cry» 
Man— -tafte no more the cup of joy. 

* Firft publifhed in the Gentleman's Magazme ; and 
afterwards inferted in the tranflations oi Anacveon^ 
publifhtd by Mr. Fawke^ 
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ODE XVI. The Power of Beauty. 

QO M E fing of Thebes, and fome deftroy 
^ In lofty numbers haughty Troy. 
I mourn, alas ! In plaintive ftrains^ 
My own captivity and chains ! 

No navy, rang'd in proud array. 
No foot, no horfeman, arm'd to flay. 
My peace alarm ! Fai* other foes. 
Far other hofts, create my woes : 
Sti-ange, dangerous hofts, that ambufliM lie« 
In every bright love-darting eye I 
Such as deftroy, when beauty arms. 
To conquer, dreadful in its chaims \ 



ODE XX. To his Mistress. 

'Tp H E gods o'er mortals prove their fway ; 
**' And ftcal them from themfelves away^ 
Transformed by their almighty hands. 
Sad Niobe an image ftands ^ 
And Philomel, upborn on wings 
Through air, her mournful ftory fings. 

Would heaven, indulgent to my vow> 
The happy change I wi(h allow : 
Tl^e envy'd mirrour I would be. 
That thou might'fl: always gaze on roe j 
And could my naked heart appear, 
Tbou'dft fee thyfclf— for thou art there ! 
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! were I made thy folding veft, 

That thou might'ft clafp me to thy breaft ! 
Or turn*d into a fount, to lave 
Thy naked beauties in my wave ! 
Thy bofom-cin6lure I would grow, 
To warm thofe little hills of fnow : 
Thy ointment in rich fragrant fireams 
To wander o'er thy beauteous limbs. 
Thy chain of ftiining pearl— to deck, 
And clofe embrace thy graceful neck : 
A very fandal I would be 
To tread on— if trod on by thee ! 

ODE XXIV. Imitated. 

A LAS! alas I I fee each day 
"^^- Steals me from myfelf away. 
And every ftep of life I tread, 

1 fpeed to mingle with the dead. 
How many years are pad, my friends, 

I know, and there my knowledge ends. 
How many years are ftill in ftore, 
f neither can, nor would explore. 
Then, fince the hours inceffant fly. 
They all fhall find me crown'd with joy. 
To thofe, my cares I here bequeath. 
Who meanly die for fear of death : 
And daily with afliduous ftrife 
Contrive to live, accurs'd with life. 
Then Care begone ! I'd dance and play, 
Mcoce yvith thy ferious face a^2iy \ 
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r*ll laugh, and whilft gay wine inflames^ 
I'll court the laughter-loving dames j 
And ftudy to refign my breath 
In extafy, and fmile in deaths 

ODE XXV. Imitated. 

BRING me, O bring th' enlivening draughty 
Lenient of grief, and anxious thought. 
Then Care retires, afliamM to ihow 
His downcaft eye, and faded brow. 
I banifli bufinefs to the great,. 
To all that curfe, yet covet ftate. 

Death hades amain : then who would run. 
To meet what mod he drives to fliun ? 
Or antedate the dreadful day 
By cares, and aid. the fiend to flay ? 
If tears could bribe his dreadful powers, 
I'd weep, and blefs the precious fhowers^ 
But let our lot be joy or woe, 
Alike he fpeeds to drike the blow. 

Then crown the howl I— ye forrows, ^y 
To kill fome wretch who wants to die. 

ODE XXXT. The pleaffng Frenzy; 

T^ O W bring, by all the powers divine, 
■^^ Bring me a bowl of rofy winej 
A mighty bowl of wine I crave : 
Whej} wjnc.wfj^ir^s, 'tis.fwect to rave*. 

Ms ^ ^W 
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In frantic rage Alcmaeon drew 
His faulchion, and his * mother flew s 
Orcftes in a furious mood 
Raving (hed his f mother*s blood. 
Dreadful, fober madmen, theyl— 
None, harmlefs drunkard, none I flay t 
The blood of grapes I only crave : 
I quaff it, and 'ti« fweet to rave. 

Alcides frantic grafp'd his bow. 
His quiver rattled, ftorM with woe ; 
Stem Ajax fliook his glittering blade. 
And broad his fevenfold fliield difplay\li 
Dangerous madman ] how he drew 
His fword, and hofts in fancy flew ! 

I, peaceful I, no faulchion wield, 
I bend no bow, I poife no fliield. 
The flowery garland crowns my hairs. 
My hand the powerful goblet bears. 
The powerful goblet, nobly brave, 
I drain, and then 'tis fweet to rave. 

ODE xxxvr. 

np AL K not to me of pedant rules, 
-^ I leave debates to learned fools. 
Who folemnly in form advife : 
At beft, impertinently wife ! 

To me more pleafing precepts give. 
And teach the fcience how to live : 

* Eryphile, f Clytaemneftra. 
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To bury in the friendly draught 
Sorrows that fprlng from toe much thought % 
To learn foft leflbns from the fair. 
How life may glide exempt from care^ 

Alas ! Pm old^. I fee my head 
With hoary locks by time o'etfpread i 
Then inftant be the goblet brought 
To make me young— at leaft in thought. 
Alasl incelTant fpeeds the day 
When I muft mix with common clay. 
When I mxift tread the dfrmal (bore. 
And dream of love and wine no more* 

ft 

ODE XXXVlr. The S p r t N Ck 

QEE Winter 'spaftt the feafons brinf 
*^ Soft breezes with returning Spring $ 
At whofe approach the Graces wear 
Freih honours in their flowing hair t 
The raging feas forget to roar, 
And, fmiling, gently kifs the ihorc: 
The fportive duck, in wanton play. 
Now dives, now rifes into dayj 
The cranes fix>m freezing flcies repair^ 
And failing Hoat to warmer air; 
Th' enlivening funs in glory rife, 
And gaily dance along the (kies. 

The clouds difperfe; or if in fhowcrt 
They fally it is to wake the flowers s 

M4 See 
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See verdure deaths the teeming earth I 
The olive ftniggles into birth : 
The fwelling grapes adorn the vine, 
And kindly promife future wine ; 
Bleft juice ! already I in thought 
QuafF an imaginary draught. 

ODE XLVIII. Gay Life. 

/^ I V E me Homer's tunefnJ lyre, 
^^ Let the found my bread infpire! 
But with no troublefomc delight 
Of arms, and heroes (lain in fight : 
Let it play no conquefts here. 
Or conquefts only o'er the fair ! 

Boy, reach that volume — book divine : 
The ftatutes of the God of Wine ! 
He, legiflator, ftatutes draws, 
And I, his. judge, inforce his laws : 
And, faithful to the weighty truft. 
Compel his votaries to be juft: 
Thus, round the bowl impartial flies, 
Till to the fpirightly dance we rife } 
We frilk it with a lively bound, 
Charm'd with the lyre's harmonious found : 
Then pour forth, with an heat divine. 
Rapturous fongs that breathe of wine- 
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O D E L. The happy EfFeas of W i n e. 

CJ E E ! fee the jolly god appears. 

His hand a mighty goblet bears : 
With fparkling Wine full-charg'd it flows. 
The fbvereign cure of human woes. 

Wine gives a kind releafe from care. 
And courage to fubdue the fair 5 
Inftrufts the chearful to advance 
Harmonious in th%iprightly dance: 
Hail, goblet I rich with generous wines ! 
See ! round the verge a vine-branch tovines.. 
See ! how the mimic clufters roll. 
As ready to r-e-fill the bowl ! 

Wine keeps its happy patients free 
From every painful malady 5 
Our beft phyfician all the year. 
Thus guarded, no difeafe we fear,. 
No troublefome difeafe of mind. 
Until another year grows kind, 
And loads again the fruitful vine. 
And brings again our health new wine. 

ODE Lir. Grapes, or the Vintage. 
TO ! the vintage now is done ! 

And black'ned with th.' autumnal fun 
The grnpes gay youths and virgins bear. 
The fweeteft produdL of the year ! 
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In vats the heavenly load they lay. 
And fwift the damfels trip aways 
The youths alone the wine-prefs tread. 
For wine ^s by (kilful drui^ards made : 
Meantime the mirthful fongthey raife, 
lo ! Bacchus, to thy praifel 
And, eying the bleft juice, in thought 
Quaff an imaginary draught. 

Gaily through wine the old adrance^ 
And doubly tremble in the dance t 
In fancyM youth they chant and play^ 
Forgetful that their locks are grey. 

Through wine, ^e youth compleats his loves \ 
He haunts the filence of the groves ; 
Where, ftretch'd beneath th* embowering fliade, 
He fpies fome love-infpiring maid 5 
On beds of rofy fweets (he lies. 
Inviting ikep to clofe her eyes ; 
Fail by her fide his limbs he throws, 
Her hand he prefles— breathes his vows 5 
And cries, My love, my foul, comply 
This inftant, or, alas ! I die. 

In vain the youth perfuafion tries ! 
In vain ! — her tongue at Icaft denies : 
Then fcoming death through dull defpair^ 
He ftorms th** unwilling veiling fair: 
Blefling the grapes that could difpenfe 
The happy, happy impudence* 
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ODE LIII. The R o s i. 

|0 O M E, lyrift, tune thy harp, and play 
^^ Refponfive to my vocal lay ; 
Gently touch it, while I fing 
The Rofe, the glory of the fpring. 

To heaven the Rofe in fragrance flics. 
The fweeteft incenfe of the flcies, 
Thee, joy of earth, when vernal hours 
Pour forth a blooming wafte of flowers. 
The gaily-fmiling Graces wear 
A trophy in their flowing hair. 
Thee Venus queen of beauty loves, 
And crown'd with thee more graceful moves. 

In fabled fong, and tuneful lays. 
Their favourite Rofe the Mufes praifc ; 
To pluck, the Rofe, the virgin-train 
With blood their pretty fingers ftain, 
Nor dread the pointed terrors round. 
That threaten, and infli£l a wound : 
See ! how they wave the charming toy. 
Now kifs, now fnufF the fragrant joy ! 

The Rofe the poets ftrive to praife. 
And for it would exchange their bays ; 
O ! ever to the fprightly feaft 
Admitted, we^ome, pleafing gueft ! 
But chiefly when the goblet flows. 
And Rofy wreathes adorn our brows ! 

Lovely fmiling Rofe, how fweet 
The object where thy beauties meet ! 

Aurora 
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Aurora with a bluihing ray,. 

And Rofy-fiDgeray fpreads the day : 

The Graces more enchanting (how, 

When Rofy blufhes paint their fnow^ 

And every pleas'd beholder feeks 

The Rofe in Cytheraca's cheeks. 

When pain afflifis, or ficknefs grieves,, 
Its juice the drooping heart relieves. 
And, after death, its odours ihed 
A pleafing fragrance o'er the dead: 
And when its withering charms decay. 
And finking, fading, die away. 
Triumphant o'er the rage of time. 
It keeps the fragrance of its prime. 

Come, lyrift, join to fmg the birth 
Of this fweet offspring of the earth ! 
When Venus fVom the ocean's bed 
Rais'd o'er the waves her lovely head ; 
When warlike Pallas fprung from Jove,. 
Tremendous to the powers above, 
To grace the world the teeming earth 
Gave the fragrant infant birth. 
And * This, fhe cry'd, I this ordkin 
My favourite, queen of flowers to reign !*^ 

But firft th' afTerobled gods debate 
The future wonder to create : 
Agreed at length from heaven they thre\^ 
A di'op of rich, neflareous dew, 
A bramble-flem tlte drop receives. 
And ficait the Rofe adorns the leaves^ 
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The gods to Bacchus gave the flower. 
To grace him in the genial hour. 

ODE LIV, Grown Young. 

'X Tl 7 HEN fprightly youths my eyes furvcy, 
^ ^ I too iim young, and I am gay: 
In dance my aftive body fwims. 
And fudden pinions lift my limbs. 

Hafte, crown, Cybaeba, crown my brows 
With garlands of the fragrant rofe ! 
Hence, hoary age !— I now am ftrong. 
And dance, a youth among the young. 

Come then, my friends, the goblet drain ! 
Bleft juice !— I feel thee in each vein t 
See • how with aflive bounds I fpring ! 
How ftrong, and yet how. fweet, I fing ! 

How bleft am I ! who thus excell 
In pleafing arts of trifling well ! 

ODE LV. The M A R k. 

'Tf^HE ftately fteed expreflive bears 
'■' A mark imprinted on his hairs i 
The turban that adorns the brows 
Of Afia's fons, the Parthian fhows : 
And marks betray the lover's heart. 
Deeply engravM by Cupid's dart : 
T plainly read them in his eyes. 
That look too foolifli or too wife. 

ODE 
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Suffice it to rehearfe the pains 
Of bleeding nymphs, and dying fwains ; 
Nor dare to wield the ihafts of Love, 
That wound the gods, and conquer Jove. 

I yield ! adieu the lofty ftrain 1 
I am Anacreon once again : 
Again the melting long I play, 
Attemper'd to the vocal lay : 
See ! fee ! how with attentive ears 
The youths imbibe the ne6lar'd airs ! 
And quaff, in lowery fhades reclinM, 
My precepts, to regale the mind. 
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. To G E O R G E PITT, Efqt 
of Stratfield Sea, in Hamplhire. 

Sir, 

O IN CE you vouchfafe to b^ a patron to thefe flieet% 
^-^ as well as to their author, I will not roake an ill 
ufe of the liberty you give me, to addrefs you in this 
public manner, by running into the common topics of 
dedications. Should I venture to engage in fuch an 
extenfive theme as your charafter, the world would 
judge the attempt to be altogether unneceffary, becaufe 
it had long before been thoioughly acquainted with your 
virtues ; befides, I am fenfible, that you as carncftLy 
decline all praife and panegyric, as you eminently de- 
fer ve them. 

I hope. Sir, on; another occalion, to prefent you with 
the produ6): of my feverer ftudles : In the mean time be 
pleafed to accept of this trifle, as one fmalL acknow- 
ledgement of the many great favours you have be-^ 
iowed on> 

(Honoured Sir,) 
Your obliged humble fervant,^ 

Christopher Pitt. 
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PRE FACE, 

Tyj" Y tranflation of Vida's Art of Poetry having been 
-^^•*' more favourably received than I had reaibn to 
expe£l, has encouraged me to publiih this little Mif- 
cellany of Poems and fele6l Tranflations. I fliall ^et- 
ther embarrafs myfelf nor my reader with apologies 
concerning this colle^ion j for whether it is a good or a 
bad one, all excufes are imneceflary^iiv^one cafe, and 
ofFered in vain in the other. 

An author of a Mifcellany has a better chance of 
pkafmg the world, than he who writes on a fingle fub- 
je£l ; and I have fometimes known a bad> or (which is 
ilill worfe) an indifferent Poet, meet with tolerable 
fuccefs ; which has been owing more to the variety of 
fubje6ls, than his happinefs in treating them.' 

I am fcnfible the men of wit and pleaftire will be 
difgufted to find fo great a part of this colIe6lion con- 
fift of facred poetry ; but I affure thefe gentlemen, 
whatever they (hall be pleafed to objeft, that I fhall 
never be aihamed of employing my talents (fuch as they 
are) in the fervice of my Maker 5 That it would look 
indecent in one of my profeffion, not to fpend as much 
time on the pfalms of David, as the hymns of Calli- 
machus ; and farther, that if thofe beautiful pieces of 
divine poetry had been written by Callimachus, or any 
heathen author, they might have poflibly vouchfafed 
tbem a reading even in my tranflation. 

But 
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But I will not trcfpafs further on ray reader's pa- 
tience in frqk, Tince I fhaiU have occadon enough for it, 
as well as for his gpod-nature, in the following verfes 5 
concerning v/hich I muft acquaint him^ that fome of 
them were written feveral years fince, and that I have 
precifely obiierved the ruje of our great mafter Horace-^ 
Nonun)que prematur in annum. But I may fay more 
juftly than Mr* Prior iaid of himfelf in the like caie^ 
that I have obierved the Letter, more than the Spirit oi 
the precept. 



til 
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• To Mr. Christopher Pitt, o 

and Tranflations. 

T^ORGIVE th' ambitious fondnefs of 

• •* For fuch thy worth, *tis glory to con: 
To thee, from judgment, fuch applaufe it 
I praife myfelf while I am praifing you } 
As he who bears the lighted torch, receivi 
Himfelf afTiftance from the light he gives. 

So^much you pleafe, fo vaft is my delig 
Thy, ev'n thy fancy cannot reach its heigl 
In vain I ftrive to make the tranfport kno' 
No language can defcribe it but thy own. 
Could'ft thou thy genius pour into my hej 
Thy copious fancy, thy engaging art, 
Thy vigorous thoughts, thy manly flow o 
Thy ftrong and glowing paint of eloquenc 
Then (hould'ft thou well conceive that haj 
Which I alone can feel, and you exprefs. 
In fcenes which thy invention fets to vie 
Forgive me, friend, if I lofe fight of you \ 
I fee with how much fpirit Homer thought 
With how much judgment cooler Virgil w 
In every line, in every word you fpeak, 
I read the Roman, and confefs the Greek 3 
Forgetting thee, my foul with rapture fwel 
Cries out, " how much the ancient bards c 
But when thy juft tranflations introduce 
'Vo nearer converfe any Latian Muie, 
3 
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The fevcral beauties you fo well cxprefs, 

I lofc the Roman in the Britifti drefs ! 

Sweetly deceived, the ancients I contemn, 

And with nuftaken zeal to thee exclaim, 

(By fo much nature, fo much art betray'd) 

" What vaft improvements have our modems made !** 

How vain and unfuccefsful feems the toil. 
To raife fuch precious fruits in foreign foil t 
They mourn, tranfplanted to another coaff, 
Their beauties languid, and their flavour loft ! 
But fuch thy art, the ripening colours glow 
As pure as thofe their native funs beftow ; 
Not an infipid beauty only yield. 
But breathe the odours of Aufonia*s field. 
Such is the genuine flavour, it belies 
Their flranger foil, and unacquainted fkies. 

Vida no more the long oblivion fears, 
Which hid his virtues through a length of years ; 
Ally'd to thee, he lives again 5 thy rhymes 
Shall friendly hand him down to lateft times ^ 
Shall do his injured reputation right, 
While in thy work with fuch fuccefs unite 
His ftrength of judgment, and his charms of fpeech. 
That precepts pleafe, and mufic feems to teach. 

Left unimprovM I feem to read thee o'er, 
Th' unhallow'd rapture I indulge no morej 
By thee inftru6led, I the taflc forfake. 
Nor for chafte love, the luft of verfe miftake ; 
Thy wo^ks that raised this frenzy in my foul. 
Shall teach the giddy tumult to control ; 

Warm'd 
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WarmM as I am with every Muie^s charms^ 
Since the coy virgins fly my eager arms> 
* I Ml quit the work, throw by my ftrong de 
And from thy praife, relu£lantly retire. 



6. Ri 

' See Mr. Pitt's tranilation of Vida. 



( i«9 3 

POEMS 

B y 
Mr. PITT. 



An Epiftlc to Dr. Edwari> Young, at 
Eaflbury, in Dorfetfhire, on the Review at 
Sarum, 1722. 

"f T 7HILE with your Doddington rctir'd you fit^ 
^ ^ Charmed with his flowing Burgundy and wit | 
By turns relieving with the circling draught. 
Each paufe of chat, and interval of thought : 
Or through the well-glaz'd tube, from bufinefs freed,. 
Draw the rich fpirit of the Indian weed 5 
Or bid your eyes o'er Vanbrugh's models roam. 
And trace in miniature the future dome 
(Wliile bufy fancy with imaginM power 
Builds up the work of ages in an hour) ; 
Or, loft in thought, contemplative you rove. 
Through opening vifta*s, and th« (liady grove j 
Where a new Eden in the wilds is found. 
And all the feafons In a fpot of ground ; 
There, if you excrcife your tragic rage. 
To bring fome hero on the Brttifli ftagej 
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Whofe caufc the audience with applaufe will crawn> 
And make his triumphg or his tears their own : 
Throw by the boid xiefign ; and paint no more 
Imaging chiefs, and monarchs of an hour ^ 
From fabled worthies, call thy Mufe to fing 
Of real wonders, and Britannia's king. 

Oh ! hadft thou feen him, wfien the gathering train 
Flird up proud Sarum's wide-extended plain ! 
Then, when he ftoop'd from awful majefty. 
Put on the man, and laid the fovereign by ; 
When the giad nations faw their king appear. 
Begirt with armies, and the pride of war ; 
More pleasM his people's longing eyes to blefs, 
He look'd, and breath'd benevolence and peace : 
When in his hand Britannia's awftil Lord, 
Held forth the olive, while he grafpM the fword* 
So Jove, though arm'd to blaft the Titan's pride, 
With all his burning thunders at his fide, 
Fra)n'*d, while he terrify'd the diftant foe. 
His fcheme of bleflings for the world below. 
This hadft thou feen, thy willing Mufe would raife 
Her ftrongeft wing, to reach her fovereign's praife. 
To what bold heights our daring hopes may climb ? 
The theme fo great 1 the Poet fo fublime ! 
I faw him. Young, and to thefe ravifh'd eyes, 
Ev'n now his godlike figure feems to rife : 
Mild, yet majeftic, was the monarch's mein. 
Lovely though great, and awful though ferene. 
(More than a coin or pifture can unfold j 
Too faint the colours* and too bafe the gold ! ) 

At 
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At the bicft fight, tranfported and amaz'd, 

One univexfal fliout the thoufands rais'd. 

And crowds on crowds grew loyal as they gazM. 

His foes (if any) own'd the monarch's caufe^ 

And changM their groundlefs clamours to applaufe i 

Ev'n giddy Faftion hail'd the glorious day. 

And wondering Envy look'd her rage away. 

As Ceres o'er the globe her chariot drew. 

And harvefts rlpen''d where the goddefs flew ; 

So, where his gracious footftcps he inclined. 

Peace flew before, and plenty march'd behind. 

Where wild afl[li£lion rages, he appears 

To wipe the widow's and the orphan's tears : 

The fons of mifery before him bow. 

And for their merit only plead their woe. 

So well he loves the public liberty, 

His mercy fets the private captive free. 

Soon as our royal angel came in view, , 

The prifons burfl, the ftarting hinges flew ; 

The dungeons open'd, and refign'd their prey. 

To Joy, to life, to freedom, and the day : 

The chains drop off 5 the grateful captives rear 

Their hands unmanacled in praife and prayer. 

Had thus viflorious Caefar fought to pleafe. 

And nilM the vanquifli'd world with arts like thefe $ 

The generous Brutus had not fcorn'd to bend. 

But funk the rigid patriot in the friend j 

Kor to that bold excefs of virtue ran. 

To ftab the monarchy where he lov'd the man. 

And 
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And Cato, retoncird, had ne'er difdaibM' 
To live a fubjeft, where a Brunfwick reignM. 
But I detain your nobler Miife too long. 
From the great theme, that mocks my humble fong 
A theme that afks a Virgil, or a Young. 



On the approaching Delivery of Her I 
Highnefs, in the Year 172 1. 
An ODE. 

YE angel's, come without delay 5 
Britannia's genius, come away. 
Ocfcend, ye fpirits of the (ky 5 
Stand, all ye winged guardians, by j 
Your golden pinions kindly fpread,. 
And watch round Carolina's bed i 
Here fix your refidence on earth. 
To haften on the glorious birth j 
Her fainting fpirits to fupply. 
Catch all the Zephyrs as they fly. 
Oh I fuccour nature in the ftrife. 
And gently hold her up in life ; 
Nor let her hence too foon remove^ 
To join your facred choirs above : 
But live, Britannia to adorn 
With kings and princes yet unborn. 

Ye angels, come without delay ; 
Britannia's geniu8> come away. 

AC 
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AiTuage her pains, and Alblon^s fear8> 
For Albion's life depends on her's. 
Oh then I to fave her from defpair, 
Lean down, and liften to her prayer. 
Crown all her tortures with delight, 
And call th* aufpicious babe to light. 
We hope from your propitious care, 
All that is brave, or all that 's fair. 
A youth, to match his lire in arms ; 
Or nymph, to match her mother's charms t 
A youth, who over kings (hall reign. 
Or nymph, whom kings fliall court in vain* 
From far the royal flaves fliall come. 
And wait from him or her their doom j 
'To each their different fuits (hall move. 
And pay their homage, or their love. 

Ye angels, come without delay j 
Britannia's genius, come away. 

When the foft powers of deep fubdue 
Thofe eyes, that fhine as bright as you j 
With fcenes of blifs, tranfporting themes 1 
Prompt and infpire her golden dreams ; 
Let vifionary bleflings rife. 
And fwim before her clofmg eyes. 
The fenfe of torture to fubdue. 
Set Britain's happinefs to view ; 
That light her fpirits will fuftain. 
And give her pleafurc from her pain. 

Ye angels, come without delay 5 

Britannia's genius, come away. 

O Come^ 
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Come, dnd rejoice; th^ important hour 
Is pad, and all our fears are o'er s 
See ! every trace of anguifb fiiesy 
While in her lap the infant lies, 
Her pain by fudden joy beguil'd. 
She hangs in rapture o'er the child. 
Her eyes o'er every feature run, 
The father's beauties and her own. 
There, pleas'd her image to furvey. 
She melts in tendemefs away ; 
Smiles o'er the babe, nor fmiles in vain. 
The babe returns th' aufpicious fmile again. 
Ye angels, come without delay j 
Britannia's genius, come away. 

Turn heaven's eternal volume o'er. 
And look for this diftinguifli'd hour j 
Confult the page of Britain's ftate. 
Before you clofe the books of fate : 
Then tell us what you there have feen. 
What aera's from this birth begin. 
What years from this blcft hour muft run. 
As bright and lafting as the fun. 
Far from the ken of morul fight, 
Thcfe fecrets are involv'd in night : 
The bleffings which this birth purfue. 
Are only known to heaven and you. 



The 



HYMN TO JUPITER. 195 
The firft Hymn oFCallimachus to 

J U P I T B R* 

"t TITHILE trembling wc approach Jove*8 awful (hrine, 
^ ^ With pure libations, and with rites divine i 
What thenae more proper can we chufe to fing. 
Than Jove himfclf, the great, Eternal King ! 
Whofe word gives law to tbofe of heavenly birth | 
Whofe hand fubdues the rebel fons of earth. 
Since doubts and daric difputes thy titles move, 
Hcar'ft thou, Diftaan or Lycsean Jove i 
For here thy birth the tops of Ida claim. 
And there Arcadia triumphs in thy name. 
But Crete in vain would boaft a grace fo high, 
Whofe faithlefs fons through meer complexion lie s 
Immortal as thou art in endlefs bloom. 
To prove their claim, they build the thunderer^s tomb* 
Be then Arcadian, for the towering height 
Of fteep Parrhafia welcomed thee to light 5 
When pregnant Rhaea, wandering through the woody 
Sought out her darkeft ihades, and bore the God i 
The place thus hallow'd by the birth of Jove, ' 

More than religious horror guards the grove: 
The gloom all teeming females ftill decline. 
From the vile worm, to woman, form divine. 
Soon as the mother had difcharged her load. 
She fought a fpring to bathe the recent God $ 
But fought in vain i no living ftream fhe found. 
Though dncei the waters drench the realms around. 
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Clear Erymanthus had not Icarn'd to glide. 
Nor mightier Ladon drove his fwelling tide, 
At thy great birth, where now Idon flows, 
Tall towering oaks, and pathlefs forefts rofc 
The thirfty favages were heard to roar. 
Where Carlo foftly murmurs to the Ihore ; 
Where fpreading Melas widely floats the coaft^. 
The flying chariot rais'd a cloud of duft. 
With drowth o'er Gratis and Menope curft. 
The fainting fwain, to aggravate his thirft, 
Heart! from within the bubbling waters flow. 
In clofe reJiraint, and murmur from below. 

Thou too, O earth, (enjoin'd the power divine) 
Bring forth ; thy pangs are lefs fevere than mine. 
And fooner paft ; fhe fpoke, and as flie fpoke 
Rear'd high her fceptcr'd arm, and pierc'd the rock. 
Wide to the blow the parting mountain rent. 
The waters gufh'd tumultuous at the vent. 
Impatient to be freed ; amid the flood 
>She plung'd the recent babe, and bath'd the God. 
She wrapp'd thee, mighty king, in purple bands. 
Then gave the facred charge to Neda's hands. 
The babe to nourifli in the clofe retreat, 
And in the fafe recefsi of diftant Crete. 
In years and wifdom, of the nymphs who nurft 
The infant thunderer, Neda was the firft ; 
Next Styx and Phylirc 5 the virgin fliar'd 
For her great truft difcharg'd a great reward : 
For by her honoiirM name the flood flie calls. 
Which rolls into the fea by Lef>rion'8 walls 5 

To 
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To drink her ftreams the fons of Areas crowd. 
And draw for ever from the ancient flood. 

Thee, Jove, the careful nymph to Cnoffus bore^ 
(To Cnoflus featcd on the Cretan Ihorc) 
With joyful arms the Corybantes heaved, 
And the proud nymphs the glorious charge receiv*d«k 
Above the reft in grace Adrafte ftood, 
She rock'd the golden cradle of the God j 
On his ambrofiai lips the goat diftill'd 
Her milky ftore, and fed th' immortal child i 
With her the duteous bee prefents her fpoilt. 
And for the God repeats her flowery toils. 

The fierce Curetes too in arms advance, 
And tread tumultuoufly their myftic dance : 
And, left thy cries (hould reach old Saturn's ear. 
Beat on their brazen ihields the din of war. 

Full foon. Almighty King, thy early prime 
Advanced beyond the bounds of vulgar time. 
Ere the foft down had cloathM thy youthful face. 
Swift was thy giowth in wit and every grace. 
Fraught was thy mind in life's beginning ftage. 
With all the wifdom of experienc'd age : 
Thy elder brothers hence their claims refign. 
And leave th' unbounded heavens by merit thine | 
For fure thofe Poets fable, who advance 
The bold affertion, that capricious chance 
By equal lots to Saturn's fons had given 
The triple reign of ocean, hell and heaven. 
Above blind chance the vaft divifion lies. 
And hell holds no proportion to the (kiet« 

03' • Things 
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Things of a Icfs, and equal Talue> turn 

On the blind lot of an inverted urn. 

Not thancf , O Jove, attained heaven's high abodes^ 

But thy own Power adranc'd thee o'er the Gods, 

Thy Power that whirls thy rapid chariot on, 

Tby Power, the great afTeflbr of thy throne. 

Difmift by thee, th* imperial eagle flies 

Chiu*g'd with thy figns and thunders through the flties : 

To me and mine glad omens may (he bring. 

And to the left extend her golden wing. 

Thou to inferior Gods haft well affign'd 
The various ranks and orders of mankind : 
Of thefe the wandering merchants claim the care j 
Of thofe the Poets, and the fons of war : 
Kings claim from thee their titles and their reign 
O'er all degrees, the foldier and the fwain. 
Vulcan prcfides o'er all who bear the mafs. 
Bend the tough fteel, and (hape the tortur'd brafs. 
Diana thofe adore who fpread the toils ; 
To Mars the warrior dedicates his fpoils. 
The bard to Phoebus ftrikes the living ftrings, 
Jove's royal province is the care of kings ; 
For kings fubmiflive hear thy high decree. 
And hold their delegated powers from thee.' 
Thy name the judge and legiflator awes. 
When this enacts, and that ctirefls the laws : 
Cities and realms tby great protection prove ; 
Thefe bend to monarchs, as they bend to Jove. 

Though to thy fcepter'd fons thy will extends, 
^hef roper lAtzni prOportiori'd lo their ends \ 
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All stre not favouf d in the fame degree. 
For power fupreme belongs to Ptolemy ; 
What no inferior limitary king 
Could in a length of years to ripenefs bring. 
Sudden kis word performs : his boundlefs power 
Compleats the work of ages in an hour s 
While others labour through a wretched reign. 
Their fchemes are blafted, and thtir counfels vain* 

Hail Satum^s mighty fon, to whom we owe 
Life, health, and every blcfling here below ! 
Who /hall in worthy (brains thy name adorn ? 
What living bard ? what Poet yet unborn ? 
Hail and all hail again; in equal (hares 
Give wealth and virtue, and indulge our prayers. 
Hear us, great king, unlefs they meet combined. 
Each is but half a blelling to mankind. 
Then grant us both, that blended they njay prove 
A double happinefs, and worthy Jove. 

The Second Hymn ofCALLiMACHVs to 
Apollo. 

TT AH ! how Apollo's hallowed laurels wave?" 
*■" **: How (hakes the temple from its inmoft cave ? 
Fly, ye profane ; for lo ! in heavenly ftatc 
The power defcends, and thunders at the gate. 
See, how the Delian palms with reverence nod ! 
Hark ! how the tuneful fwans confefs the God ! 
Leap from your hinges, burft your brazen bars. 
Ye facrcd doors ^ the God, the God 2ip^«V** 

O 4 ^^ 
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He, while an infant^ framed the wondxoos ; 
In fair Oitygia, for the ufe of man. 
When young Diana urgM her fylvaa toils. 
From Cynthus" tops (he brought her lavage 
The heads of mountain-goats, and antlers 
Spread wide around, the trophies of the da 
Of thefe a ftro^lure he composed with art. 
In order rangM, and juft in every part ; 
And by that model taught us to difpofe 
The rifing city, and with walls inclofe ^ 
Where the foundations of the pile fliould 11 
Or towers and battlements Ihould reach tb 

Apollo fent th* aufpicious crow before. 
When our great founder touched the Libya 
Full on the right he flew to call him on. 
And guide the people to their dcftin'd town 
Which to a race of kings Apoilo vow'd. 
And HxM for ever ftands the promife of th< 

Or h«ar^fi thou, while thy honours we pi 
Thy Boedromian, or thy Clarian name ? 
(For to the power are various names a/Hgi] 
From cities rais'd, and bleflings to mankir 
In thy Carnean title I rejoice. 
And join my grateful country's public voi- 
Ere to Gyrene's realms our courfe we bore 
Thrice were we led by thee from fhore to 1 
Till our progenitor the region galn'd. 
And annual rites and annual feads ordain 
When at thy prophet Camus' will, we rais 
A glorious temple j and the altars blaz'd 
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With hecatombt of bulU, whofe recking bIood» 
Great king, they (hed to thee their guardian God. 

16 ! Carnean Phoebirt ! awful power ! 
Whom fair Cyrcne's fuppliant fons adore ! 
To deck thy hallow'd temple, fee ! we bring 
The choiceft powers, and rifle all the fpring t 
The mod diftinguKhM odours nature yields. 
When balmy Zephyr breathes along the fields $ 
Soon as the fad inverted year retreats. 
To thee the crocus dedicates his fiNreets. 
From thy bright altars hallowed flames afpire ; 
They ihine incefifant from the facred fire. 
What joy, what tranfport, fweils Apollo^s breaft^ 
When at his g^at Carnean annual feaft. 
Clad in their arms our Libyan tribes advance, 
Mixt with our fwarthy dames, and lead the dance. 
Nor yet the Greeks had reach' d Cyrenc's floods j ' 
But rovM through wild Azilis' gloomy woods j 
Whom to his nymph Apollo deign'd to (how. 
High as he flood on tall Myrtufa's brow ^ 
Where the fierce lion by her hands was flain. 
Who in his fatal rage laid wafle the plain. 
Still to Cyrcne are his gifts convey'd, 
In dear remembrance of the ravifli'd maid ; 
Nor vsrere her fons ungrateful, who beftow'd 
Their choiceft honours on their guardian God« 

16 ! with holy raptures fing around j 
We oweto Delphos the triumphant found. 
When thy vi6lorious hands vouchfaPd to fliow 
The wonders of thy fliafts and goldetv bo^ \ 

7 V^\««i 
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When Python from his den was fcen to rife. 
Dire,, fierce, tremendous, of enormous iize j 
By thee with many a fatal arrow (lain, 
The monfter funk extended on the plain ; 
Shaft after (haft in fwift fucceHion flew ^ • 

As fwift the people*s fhouts and prayers purfue* 
16, Apollo, launch thy flying dart ; 
Send it, oh ! fend it to the roonfler''s heart. 
When thy fair mother bore thee, flie defignM 
Her mighty fon, a blefHng to mankind. 

Envy, that other plague and fiend, drew near | 
And gently whifper'd in Apollo's car : 
No Poet I regard but him whofc lays 
Are fwelling, loud, and boundlefs as the feas j 
Apollo fpum'd the fury, and reply'd, 
The vaft Euphrates rolls a mighty tide ; 
With rumbling torrents the rough river roars | 
But4)lack with mud, difcolourM from his fhores» 
Prone down Aifyria's lands his courfe he keeps^ 
And with polluted waters flains the deeps. 
But the Mtliflan nymphs to Ceres bring 
The pureft produft of the limpid fpring ; 
Small is the facred ftream, but never ftain'd 
With mud, or foul ablutions from the land. 

Hail, glorious king ! beneath thy matchlefs power 
May malice fink^ and envy be no more I 
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To Sir J A ME s T H R N H I L L, on his ex- 
cellent Painting the Rape of Helen, at the 
Seat of General E r l e in Dorfetfhire. 
Written in, the Year 1718. 

/^OULD I with thee, O Thornhill, bear a part, 
^^ And join the Poet's with the Painter's art, 
(Though both fhare mutually each common name,* 
Their thoughts, their genius and defign the fame !) 
The Mule, with features neither weak nor faint. 
Should draw her fifter-art in fpeaking paint. 
But while admiring thine and nature''s ftrife, 
I fee each touch juft ftarting into life. 
From fide to fide with various raptures toft, 
Amid the vifionary fcenes Fm loft. 

Methinks as thrown upon fome fairy land, 
AmazM we know not how, nor where we -ftand j 
While tripping phantoms to the (ight advance. 
And gay ideas lead the mazy dance : 
While wondering we behold in every part 
The beauteous fcenes of thy creating art. 

By fuch degrees thy colours rife and fall. 
And bitathing flufli the animated wall 5 
That the bright objefts which our eyes furvey, 
Ravifh the mind, and fteal the foul away ; 
Our footfteps by fome fecret power arc croft. 
And in the painter all the bard is loft. 

Thus in a magic ring we ftand confin'd 
While fubtle C^lli the fatal ciicle bind i 
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In vain we ftrivc and labour to depart, 
If ixM by the charms of that myfterious art ; 
In vain the paths and avenues we trace. 
While fpirits guard and fortify the place. 

How could my ftretch'd imagination fwell^ 
And on each regular proportion dwell ! 
While thy fwift art uniavels nature^s maze. 
And imitates her works, and treads her way8> 
Nature with wonder fees herfelf out-done^ 
And claims thy fair creation for her own ; 
Thy figures in fuch lively ftrokes excel. 
They give thofe pafHons which they feem to feel. 
Each various feature fome ftrong impuKe bears. 
Wraps us in joy, or melts us all to tears. 
Each piece with fuch tranfcendent art is wrought. 
That we could almoft fay thy pi£lures thought j 
When we behold thee conquer in the ftrife. 
And ftrike the kindling figures into life. 
Which does from thy creating pencil pafs. 
Warm the dull matter, and infpire the mafs | 
As fam'd Prometheus* wand conveyed the ray 
Of heavenly fire to animate his clay. 

How the jttft ftrokes in harmony unite ! 
How (hades and darknefs recommend the light ! 
No lineaments unequally furprize ; 
The beauties regularly fall and rife. 
Loft in each other we in vain pm*fue 
The fleeting lines that cheat our wearied view. 
Nor know we how their fubtle courfes run, 
Nor where tbi» ended, nor where that begun. 
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Nor where the ihades their utmoft bounds difplay. 
Or the light fkdes infeniibly away ; 
But all harmonioufly confiis'd we fee, 
While all the fweet varieties agree. 

Thus when the organ*s folemn airs afpire, 
The blended mufic wings our thoughts with fire 5 
Here warbling notes in whifpering breezes figh. 
But in their birth the tender accents die 5 
While thence the bolder notes exulting come. 
Swell as they fly, and bound along the dome. 
With tranfport fir'd, each loft in each we hear. 
And all the foul is centered in the ear. 

See firft the fenate of the Gods above. 
Frequent and full amid the courts of Jove : 
Behold the radiant confiftory Ihine, 
With features, airs, and lineaments divine. 
Hermes difpatchM from the bright council flies. 
And cleaves with all his wings the liquid flcies. 
In many a whirl and rapid circle driven 
So fwift, he feems at once in earth and heaven* 
Oh ! with what energy ! what noble force 
Of ftrongefl colours you defcribe his courfe f 
Till the fwift God the Phrygian fliepherd found 
ComposM for fleep, and ftretch*d along the groujid# 
He brings the blooming gold, the fatal prize. 
The bright reward of Cytherea's eyes. 
The confcious earth the awfnl fignal takes. 
Without a wind the quivermg foreft ihakes 5 
Tall Ida bows ; th* unwieldy mountains nod } 
And all confefi the prefence of the God. 



%ot 



PITT'S POEMS 



Like fhooting meteors, gliding from a 
See the proud confort of the thundering 
War's glorious goddefs, and the queen < 
Arm'd in their naked charms, the Phryj 
Regards thofe charms V'ith mingled feai" 
Here Juno (lands with an imperial mein. 
At once confeft a goddels and a queen. 
Her checks a fcornful indignation warmt 
Blots out her fmiles, as confcious of her 
But Venus ihines in milder beauties then 
And every grace adorns the blooming fa 
While, confcious of her charms, fhe feei 
Claims, and already grafps in hope the p 
Beauteous, as when immortal Phidias ftr 
From Parian rocks to carve the Queen oi 
Each grace obey'd the fummons of his a. 
And a. new beauty fprung from every pa 
In all the terrors of her beauty bright, 
Fair Pallas awes and charms the Trojan' 
And giyes fucceflive reverence and jdeligl 

Nor thrones, nor vi6lories, his foul car 
Crowns, arms, and triumphs, what are y 
Too foon refign'd to Venus, they behold 
T^e glittering ball of vegetable gold. 
While Jove's proud confort thrown from 
Infiam'd with rage malicioufly retires j 
Already kindles her immortal hate. 
Already labours with the Trojan fate. 
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While a new tranfport flufti'd the blooming boy, 

Helen he feems already to enjoy, 

And feeds the flarae that muft con fume his Troy. 

Another fcene our wondering fight recalls j 
The fair adulterefs leaves her native walls : 
Her cheeks are ftain'd with mingled fhame and joy j 
Luird on the bofom of the Phrygian boy. 
To the loud deeps he bears his charming fpoufe. 
Freed from her lord, and from her former vows. 
On their foft wings the whifpering zephyrs play, 
The breezes flcim along the dimpled fea : 
The wanton Love& diredb the gentle gales, 
Sport in the (hrowds, and flutter in the fails. 
While her twin-brothers * with a gracious ray 
Point out her courfe along the watery way. 

Th' exalted ftrokes fo delicately fhine. 
All fo confpire to pufh the bold deHgn $ 
That in each fprightly feature we may find 
The grvat ideas of the matter's mind. 
As the ftrong colours faithfully unite. 
Mellow to fliade, and ripen into light. 
Let others form with care the ruddy mafs. 
And torture into life the running brafs. 
With potent art the breathing ftatue mould, 
Sliape and infpire the animated gold : 
Let others fenfe to Parian msrbles give, 
Bid the rocks leap to form, and learn to live; 
Still be it thine, O Thornhill, to unite 
The pleafing difcord of the (hade and light j 

♦ Caftor and Pollux. 
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To van^ut(h nature in the generous ftrife. 
And touch the glowing features into life. 

But> Thornhil), would thy noble foul impart 
One laAtng inftance of thy godlike art 
To future times ; and in thy fame engage 
The^raife of this and every diftant age ; 
To ftretch that art as far as it can go, 
Draw the triumphant chief, and vanquiih*d foe : 
In his own dome, amid the fpacious walls, 
Draw the deep fc^uadrons of the routed Gauls ; 
Their ravifh*d banners, and their arms refign'd. 
While the brave hero thunders from behind ; 
Pours on their front, or hangs upon their rear; 
Fights, leads, commands, and animates the war. 
Let his flrong courfer champ his golden chain. 
And proudly paw th* imaginary plain. 
To Aghrim's bloody wreaths let Crefll yield. 
With the fair laurels of Ramillia^s field. 

Next, on the fea the daring hero (how. 
To chcar his friends, and terrify the foe. 
Lo t the great chief to famifli'd thoufands bears> 
The food of afmies, and Aipport of wars. 
The Britons rufh'd with native virtue fir'd, 
And quclPd the foe, or glorioufly expir'd j 
Plunging through flames and floods, their valour b 
O'er the ranged cannon, and a night of fmoke. 
Through the wedg'd legions urg'd their noble toi 
To fpend their thunder on the towers of Lifle j 
While by his deeds the'ff courage he infpires. 
And waics in every brc^ift ibe (Uepiog fire^. 
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Thus the whole feries of his labours join, 
StretchM from the Belgick ocean to the Boyne. 

Then glorious in retreat the chief may read 
Th* immoital actions of the noble deadr ; 
And in recording colours, with delight. 
Review his conquefts, and enjoy the fight ^ 
See his own c&eeds on each ennobled plain ^ 
While fancy afts bis triumphs o'er again. 

Thus on the Tyrian walls ^neas read. 
How ftem Achilles rag'd, and Heftor bled ; 
But half unftieathM his fword, and grip'd his ihield, ^ 
When he amidft the fcene hi mfelf beheld, v t 

Thundering on Simois* banks, or battling in the field. 1 

Part of the Second Boot ofSxATiuSr 

"VT O W Jove's command fulfill'd, the fon of May 

•^-^ Quits the b'lack fliades, and flowly motintsto day/ 

For lazy clouds in gloomy barriers rife, 

Obftru£l the Qod, and intercept the fkicsj 

No Zephyrs here their airy pfnions move. 

To fpeed his progrefs to the realms above. 

Scarce can he fteer his dark laborious flight, 

Loft and eneumberM in the damps of night : 

There roaring tides of fire his coorfe withftobd^ 

Here Styx in nine wide circles roU'd his flood. 

Behind old Laius trod th' rnfernal ground, 

Ti em Wing wllb'age, and tardy from his wound r 
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(For all his force his furious fon apply*d, ' 

And plung'd the guilty faulchion in his fide.) 
Piopt and fupportcd by the healing rod. 
The fhade purfued the footfteps of the God. 
The groves that never blo6m ; the Stygian coaftsy 
The houfe of woe } tlie manfions of the ghofts. 
Eaith too admires to fee the ground give way, 
And gild helps horrors with the gleams of day. 

But not with life repining Envy fled, 
She dill reigns there, and lives among the dead. 
OAe from this crowd cxclaim'd (whofe lawlefs will 
Inur'd to crimes, and exercised in ill, 
Taught his prepofterous joys frora pains to flow. 
And never triumphed, but in fcenes of woe) 
Go to thy province in the realms above, 
Caird by the Furies or the will of Jovet 
Or drawn by magic force or myftic fpell, 
Rife, and purge off the iboty gloom of helL 
Go, fee the fun, and whiten in his beams. 
Or haunt the flowery fields and limpid fti;cam8, 
With woes redoubled to return again. 
When thy pad pleafures fhall enhance thy pain. 

Now by the Stygian dog they bent their way 9 
Stretch'd in his den tlic dreadful monfter lay 5 
But lay not long, for, flartling at the found, 
Head above head he rifes from the ground. 
From their clofe folds his ftarting ferpents break. 
And curl in horrid circles round his neck. 
This faw the God, and, ftretching forth his hand^ 
LuU'd the grim monller with his potent wand $ 

7 Through 
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Through his vaft bulk the gliding (lumbers creep, 
And feal down all his glaring eyes in ileep. 

There lies a place in Greece well known to fame, 
Through all her realms^ and Taenarus the name> 
Where from the fea the tops of Malea rife. 
Beyond the ken of mortals, to the fkies t 
Proud in his height he calmly hears below 
The diftant winds in hollow murmurs blow. 
Here fleep the ftorms when wearyM and opprCil-, 
And on his head the drowfy planets reft : 
There in blue mifts his rocky fides he flirouds. 
And here the towering mountain props the clouds i 
Above his awful brow no bird can fly> 
And far beneath the muttering thunders dfe. 
When down the fteep of heaven the day defcends. 
The fun Co wide his floating bound extends, 
That o'er the deeps the mountain, hangs difplay'd,. 
And covers half the ocean witb his (hade : 
Where the Tsnarian (hores oppofe the fea^ 
The land retreats, and winds into a bay. 
Here for repofe imperial Neptune leads, 
TirM from th' ^gean floods, his fmoaking. fleeds j 
With their broad hoofs they fcoop the beach away,. 
Their finny train rolls back, and floats along the fea. 
Here. fame reports th' luibodyM fliadcs to ro 
^hrough this wide paflage to the realms below. 
From hence the peafants (as th' Arcadians tell) 
Hear all the cries, and groans, and din of hell. 
Oft, as her fcourge of fnakes the f«ry plies, 
The piercing echoes mount the diftant Ikies j 

P 3. ScarU 
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Scar'8 at the porter's triple roar, the fwains 
Have fled aftonifliM, and forfook the plains. 

From hence craei-gent in a mantling cloud 
Spi*ung to his native ikies the winged God. 
Swift from his face before th' ethereal ray, 
Flew all the black Tartarean ftains away, 
And the dark Stygian gloom refined to day. 
OeV towns and realms he held his progrefs on, 1 

Now wing'd the fkies where bright Ar£lurus (hone, > 
And now the filent empire of the moon« 3 

The power of fleep, who met his radiant flight. 
And drove the folemn chariot of the night, 
Rofe with refpeft, and from th* empyreal road 
Turn'd his pale fteedS| in reverence to the God. 
The ihade beneath purfues his courfe, and fpies 
The well-known planets, and congenial (kies. 
His eyes from far, tall Cyrrha's heights explore. 
And Phocian fields polluted with his gore. 
At length to Thebes he came, and with a groan 
Survey'd the guilty palace once his own ; 
With awful filence ftalk*d before the gate. 
But when he faw the trophies of his fate. 
High on a column raisM againft the door. 
And his rich chariot ftill deformed with gore. 
He ftarts with honor back ; cv'n Jove's command 
Could fcarce control him, nor the vital wand. • 

'Twas now the folemn day; when Jove, array'd 
In all his thunders, grafpM the Theban maid : 
Then took from blafted Semcle her load. 
And in hmk\i concciv'd the future God, 
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For this the Thebans reverd in delight. 
And gave to play and luxury the night { 
A national debauch ! confusM they lie 
Stretch''d o>r the fields^ their canopy the fky^ 
The fprightly trumpets founds the timbrels play. 
And wake with facred harmony the day. 
The matron^s breaft the g^cious power infpires 
With milder raptures, and with fofter fires. 
So the Bi (Ionian race, a madding train. 
Exult and revel on the Thracian plain $ 
With milk their bloody banquets they allay. 
Or from the lion rend his panting prey : 
On fome abandoned favage fiercely fly. 
Seize, tear, devour, and think it luxury. 
But if the rifing fumes of wine confpire 
To warm their rage, and fan the brutal fire, 
Then fcenes of horror are their dear delight, 
They whirl the goblets, and provoke the fight i 
Then on the flain the revel is renewed. 
And all the horrid banquet floats in blood. 

And now the winged Hermes from on high 
Shot in deep filence from the duflcy flcy ; 
Then hover'd o'er the Thcban tyrant's head. 
As ftretchM at eafe he prefl his gorgeous bed t 
Where laboured tapeftry from fide to fide, 
GlowM with rich figures, and Afiynan pride. 
Oh ! the precarious terms of human ftate 1 
How blind is man ! how thoughtlefs of his fate! 
See! through his limbs the dews of fliunber creep. 
Sunk as he lies, in luxury and fleep. 
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The reverend (hade commiflion'd from above, 
Haftes to fulfill the high behefts of Jove : 
.Like blind Tirefias to the bed he came. 
In form, in habit, and in voice the fame. 
Pale, as before, the phantom ftill appeared, 
Down his wan bofom flowed a length of beard j 
His head an imitated fillet wore. 
His hand a wreath of peaceful olive bore : 
With this he touched the fleeping monarches breaft. 
And in his own, the voice of fate, expreft. 

Then cinft thou fteep, to thoughtlefs reft refign'd ? 
And drive thy brother*s image from thy mind ? 
Yon gathering ftorm demands thy timely care. 
Sec ! how it foils this way the tide of war. 
When o'er the feas the fweeping whirlwinds fly> 
And roar from every quarter of the Iky ; 
The pilot, in defp^ir the fhip to fave. 
Gives up the helm, a fport to every wave : 
Such is thyi error, and thy fate the fame 
(For knowj I fpeak the common voice of fame}.. 
Proud in kis new alliances, from far 
Again ft thy realm he meditates the war 5 
Big with ambitious hopes to reign alone. 
And fwelt unrival'd on the Theban throne. 
New figns and fatal prodigies infpire 
His mad ambition, with his boafted fire ; 
And Argos' ample realms in dower beftow'd. 
And Tydeus reeking from his brother's blood. 
League and confpire to pife him to the throne. 
And txuke his tedious banilhment thy own. 

Foi 
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For this, with pity touchM, Almighty Jove, 
The fire of Gods, difpatch'd me from above. 
Be ftill a monarch 5 let him fwcll in vaia 
With a gay profpcft of a fancy'd reign : 
Still let him hope by fraud, or by the fword,, 
To humble Thebes beneath a foreign lord. 

Thus the majeftic ghoft j but ere he fled, 
He pluck'd the wreaths and fillets from his hcact. 
For now the fickening ftars were chac'd away. 
And heaven's immortal courfcrs breathed the day. 
Awful to fight confeft the grandfire ftood. 
Bated his wide wound, ar.d all his bofom fhowM, 
Then dafli'd the fleeping monarch with his blood. 

With a diftrafted air, and fuddcn fpring, 
Starts from his broken fleep the trembling king,. 
Shakes off amazM th' imaginary gore. 
While fancy paints the fcene he faw before t 
Deep in his foul his grandfire's image wrought. 
And all his brother rofe in every thought. 

So while the toils are fpread, and from behind 
The hunter's fhouts come thickening m the wind ;. 
The tiger ftaris from fleep the war to wage, 
Collets his powers, and rouzes all his rage : 
Sternly he grinds his fangs, be weighs hra might. 
And whets his dreadful talons for the fight } 
Then to his young he bears his foe away. 
His foe, at once the chacer and the prey. 
Thus on his brother he in every thought. 
Waged future wars, and battles yet unfougkt» 

On 
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On the Death of a Young Gentle ma 

W/" I T H joy, bleft youth, we faw thee reach i 

^^ goal 5 

Fair was thy frame, and beautiful thy foul ; 
The Graces and the Mufes came combinM, 
Thcfe to adorn the body, thofe the mind 5 
'Twas there we faw the fofteft manners meet, 
Truth, fweetnefs, judgment, innocence, and wit* 
So formed, he flew his race j 'twas quickly won ; 
"^Twas but a (lep, and finifh'd when begun. 
Nature herfelf furpriz'd would add no more. 
His life compleat in all its parts before ; 
But his few years with pleafing wonder told. 
By virtues, not by days ; and thought him old. 
So far beyond his age thofe virtues ran, 
That in a boy (he found him more than man. 
For years let wretches importune the ikies. 
Till, at the long expence of anguifli wife. 
They live, to count their days by miferies. 
Thofe win the prize, who fooneft run the race. 
And life burns brighteft in the fhorteft fpace. 
So to the convex-glafs embody'd run, 
Dravtm to a point the glories of the fun ; 
At once the gathering beams intenfely glow. 
And through the ftreighten'd circle fiercely flow : 
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In one [^rong flame confpire the blended rays, 
Run to a fire> and croud into a blaze. 



CHRIST'S PASSION, 

From a Greek Ode of Mr. Master's, formerly 
of New College. 

An ode. 

''^r O more of earthly fubjefls fing, 
•^ ^ To heaven, my Mufe, afpire 5 
To raife the fong, charge every ftring, 

' And ftrike the living lyre. 
Begin ; in lofty numbers fhow 
Th' Eternal King's unfathom'd love. 
Who reigns the fovercign God above. 
And fufFers on the crofs below. 
Prodigious pile of wonders ! raisM too high 
For the dim ken of frail mortality. 

What numbers &all I bring along ! 
From whence ihall I begin the fong ? 
The mighty myftery Fll fing infpir'd 
Beyond the reach of human wifdom wrought. 
Beyond the compafs of an angel's thought. 
How by the rage of man his God expir'd. 
ril make the tracklefs depths of mercy known. 
How to redeem his foe God rendered up his Son; 

\\\ 
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I'll raife my voice to tell mankind 

The vi6lor'f conqueft o'er his doom,. 
How in the grave he lay confin'd. 
To feal more Aire the ravenous tomb. 
Thrtec days th' infernal empire to fubdue^ 
He pafsM tiiumphant through the coads of woe^ 
With his own dart the tyrant Death he flew^. 
And led hell captive through her realms below. 

A mingled found from Calvary I hear. 
And the loud tumult thickens on my ear, 
The (houts of murderers that infult the (lain, 
The voice of torment and the Ikrieks of pafm 
I caft my eyes with horror up 
To the curft mountain's guilty top; 
See there ! whom hanging in the midft I view I 
Ah ! how unlike the other two ! 
I fee him high above his foes, 
And gent].y bending from the wrood 
His head in pity down to thofe, 
Whofe guiit confpires to (bed his blood. 
His wide-extended arms I fee, 

Transfix'd with nails, and faftert'd to the tn 

Man ! fenfelefs man ! canft thou look on 
Nor make thy Saviour's pains thy own. 
The rage of all thy grief exert. 
Rend thy garments and thy heart : 
Beat thy breaft, and grovel low. 
Beneath the burden of thy woe i 
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Bleed through thy bowels, tear thy hairs. 
Breathe gales of fighs, and weep a flood of tears. 

Behold thy king with purple covcrM round. 
Not in the Tyrian tinftures dy'd, 

Nor dipt in poifon of Sidonian pride. 
But in his own rich blood that ftreams from every wound. 

Doft thou not fee the thorny circle red ? 
The guilty wreath that blulhes round his head ? 
And with what rage the bloody fcourge appiy'd. 
Curls round his limbs, and ploughs into his fide ? 

At fuch a fight let all thy angui(h rife, 
Break up, break up the fountains of thy eyes. 
Here bid thy tears in gufhing torrents flow. 
Indulge thy grief, and give a loofe to woe. 
Weep fiom thy foul, till earth be drown'd. 
Weep, till thy forrows drench the ground. 
Canft thou, ungrateful man ! his torments fee. 
Nor drop a tear for him, who pours his blood for thee f 

On the KING'S RETURN, 

In the Year 1720. 

Ty ETURN, aufpicious prince, again, 
^^ Nor let Britannia mourn in vain j 
Too long, too long, has (he deplored 
Her abfent father and her lord. 
To bend her gracious monarches mind, 
She fends her fighs in every wind : 
Can Britain^s prayer he thrown afidc^ 
And that the Br& he eVr deny'd I 
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Ytt, mighty prince, vouchfafe to fmilc. 
Return and blefs our longing ifle j 
Though fond Germania begs thy ftay, 
And courts thee from our eyes away. 

Though Be]gia would our king detain. 
We know flie begs and pleads in vain j 
We know our gracious king prefers 
Britannia^s happinefs to her^s. 

And lo ! to fave us from defpair, 
At length he liftens to our prayer. 
Dejcfted Albion's vows he hears, 
And haftes to dry her falling tears. 

He hears his anxious people pray. 
And loudly call their king away. 
Once more their longing eyes to blefs. 
And guard their freedom and their peace. 

They know, while Brunfwick fills the throne. 
The feafons glide with pleafure on ; 
The Britifh funs improve their rays. 
Adorn, and beautify the days. 

But fee the royal veflel flies, 
Leifening to Belgians weeping eyes % 
She proudly fails for Albion's fhores. 
Guard her, ye Gods, with all your powei's, 

O fea, bid every wave fubfide. 
And teach allegiance to thy tide j 
Thy billows in fubjeftion keep, 
And own the monarcU of the deep. 

01 
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d Thames can fcarce his joy fuftain. 
It runs down headlong to the mainj 
is mighty mafter to defcry, 
nd leaves his fpacious channel dry. 
ugufta*s fons from either hand 
)ur forth, and darken all the ftrand j 
heir eyes purfuc the royal barge, 
^hich now refigns her facred charge. 

h' unruly tranfport (hakes the (hore, 
nd drowns the feeble cannon's roarj 
he nations in the fight rejoice, 
nd fend their fouls in every voice. 

ut now amid (I the loud applaufe, 
/ith (hame the confcious Mufe withdraws ^ 
or can her voice be heard amid ft the throng, 
he theme fo lofty, and fo low the fong. 

) N THE MAS CLU E R A D E S. 

" Si Nalura negat, facit indignatio verfum." 

' T 7 E L L — we have reach'd the precipice at laft j 
^ ^ The prefent age of vice obfcures the paft. 
Hir dull forefathers were content to ftay, 
for fin'd, till nature pointed out the way : 
fo arts they pra6lisM to foreftal) delight, 
ut (lop^d, to wait the calls of appetite, 
"heir top-debauches were at beft precife, 
iti unimprov'd fimplicity of vice. 

But 
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But this bleft age has found a fairer roaJ, 
And left the paths their anceftors had trod. 
. Kay, we could wear (our tafte fo very nice is) 
Their old caft-fa(hions fooner than their vices. 
Whoring till now a common trade has been. 
But mafquerades refine upon the fm : 
An higher taftc to wickednefs impart. 
And fecond nature with the helps of art. 
New ways and means to pleafuie we devife, 
•Since pleafure looks the lovelier in difguife. 
The ftealth and frolick give a fmarter guft. 
Add wit to vice, arid elegance to luft. 

In vain, the modiOi evil to redrefs, 
At once confpire the pulpit and the prefs : 
Our priefts and poets preach and write in vain j 
All fatyr 's loft both facred and profane. 
So many various changes to impart, 
Would tire an Ovid's or a Proteus' art j 
Where loft in one promifcuous whim we fee, 
Sfx, age, condition, quality, degree. 
Where the facetious crowd themfelves lay down. 
And take up every perfon but their own. 
Fools, dukes, rakes, cardinals, fops, Indian queens, 
Belles in tye-wigs, and lords in harlequins | 
Troops of right-honourable porters come, 
And garter'd fmall -coal -merchants crowd the room i 
Valets adorn'd with coronets appear, 
Xacqucys of ftate, and footmen with a ftar : 
bailors of quality with judges mix. 
And chimney -fweepei^ drive their coach and fix. 

Statefmen 



On MASQJJERADES. 225 

sfmen Co usM at court the mafk to wear, 
h lefs difguife aflume the vizor here. 
:iou8 Heydcggcr deceives our eyes, 
his own perfon is his beft difguife : 
[ half the reigning toafts of equal grace, 
ft to the natural vizor of the face, 
ts turn conjurers ; and courtiers clowns j 
I fultans drop their handkerchiefs to nuns. 
ch'd quakers glare in furbelows and filk ; 
ax deal in fprats, and dutcheffes cry milk, 
ut guard thy fancy, Mufe, nor llain thy pen 
h the lewd joys of this fantaftic fcene j 
ere fexes blend in one confus'd intrigue, 
ere the girls ravifh, and the men grow big : 
credit what the idle world has faid, ^ 

lawyers forcM, and judges brought to bed : 
hat to belles their brothers breathe their vows, 
)u(bands through miftake gallant a fpoufe. 

I dire difafters, and a numerous throng 
like enormities, require the fong : 

the chaftc Mufe, with blufhes cover'd o'er, 
jcs confus'd, and will reveal no more. 

On a shadow. 

An ode. 

■ O W are deluded human kind 
• By empty fhows betray'd ? 

II their hopes and fchemes they find 
A nothing or a fhade. 

Q^ The 
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The profpefls of a truncheon caft 

The foldicr on the wars 5 
Difmift with (hatter'd limbs at laft. 

Brats, poverty, and fears. 

The fond philofophers for gain 
Will leave unturnM no ftone ; 

But though they toil with endlefs pain. 
They never find their own. 

By the fame rock the cbemifts drown. 
And find no friendly hold. 

But melt their ready fpecie down. 
In hopes of fancy'd gold. 

What is the mad proje6lor's care ? 

In hopes elate and fwelling, 
He builds his caftles in the air. 

Yet wants an houfe to dwell in. 

At court the poor dependants fail. 
And damn their fruitlefs toil. 

When complimented thence to jail. 
And ruinM with a fmile. 

How to philofophers will found 
So ftrange a truth difpUyM } 

«' There 's not a fubftance to be found, 
** But every where a fhade. 
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To C JE LI A PLAYING ON a\LUTE. 

An ode. 

TTT H I L E Caelia's hands fly fwiftly o'er, 
^^ And ftrike this foft machine. 
Her touch awakes the fprings, and life 
Of harmony within. 

Sweetly they fink into the ftrings, 

The quivering ftrings rebound. 
Each ftroke obfequioufly obey, 

And tremble into found. 

Oh ! had you bleft the years of old ; 

His lute had Ovid ftrung, 
And dwelt on yours, the charming theme 

Of his inimortal fong. 

Your's, with Arion's wondrous harp. 

The bard had hung on high ; 
And on the new-born ftar beftowM 

The honours of the iky. 

The radiant fpheres had ceas'd their tunes. 

And danc'd in filence on. 
Pleased the new harmony to hear, 

More heavenly than their own. 

Of old to raife one fliade from hell. 

To Orpheus was it given : 
But every tune of yours calls down 

An angel from his heaven. 

Qx -To 
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To the Unknown Author of 

THE BATTLE OF THE SEXES. 

'T^ H E theme in other works, for every part, 

-■• Supplies materials to the builder's art : 
To build from matter, is fublimely great. 
But Gods and Poets only can create ; 
And fuch are you ; their privilege you claim. 
To (how your wonders, but conceal your name. 

Like fome eflablifhM king, without control. 
You take a general progrcfs through the foul | 
Survey each part, examine every fide, 
Where (he's fecure, and where unfortify'd. 
In faithful lines her hiftory declare. 
And trace the caufes of her civil war 5 
Your pen no partial prejudices fway, 
But truth decides, and virtue wins the day. 

Through what gny fields and flowery'fcenes we pafs, 
Where fancy fports, and fiftion leads the chace ? 
Where life, as through her various a6^s (he tends, 
Like other comedies, in marriage ends. 

What Mufe but yours fo juftly could difplay 
Th' embattled pr.lTions marfhal'd in array ? 
Bid the rang'd appetites in order move. 
Give luft a figure, and a (hape to love ? 
To airy notions folid forms difpenfe, 
And make our thoughts the images of fenfc ? 
Difcover all the rational machine. 
And fliow the movements, fprings, and wheels within ? 

But Hymen waves his torch, all difcords ceafe^ 
All parley, drop their arms, and fue fcr peace. 

Soon 
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5oon as the fignal flames, they quit the fight, 
Por all at firft but differ'd to unite. 
From every part the lines in order move, 
^nd fweetly center in the point of love. 

Let blockheads to the mufly fchools repair, 
^nd poach for morals and the paflions there, . 
Where virtue, like a dwarf in giant^s arms, 
[^umberM with words, and manacled in terms, 
Jerves to amufe the philofophic fool, 
8y method dry, and regularly dull. 
Who fees thy lines fo vifibly exprefs 
The foul herfelf in fuch a pleafmg drefs ; 
Vlay from thy labours be convinced and taught, . 
iow Spenfer would have fung, and Plato thought. 

The Twelfth Ode of the Firft Book of 
HORACE, Translated. 

IT 7 HAT man, what hero will you raife, 
^^ By the flirill pipe, or deeper lyre ? 
yhat God, O Clio, will you praife. 

And teach the echoes to admire ? 
Vmidft the (hades of Helicon, 

Cold Haemus' tops, or Pindus' head, 
Vhence the glad forefts haften'd down. 

And danc'd as tuneful Orpheus playM, ^ 
Taught by the Mufe, he ftop'd the fall 

Of rapid floods, and charm'd the wind ; 
i^he liftening oaks obeyM the call. 

And left their wondering hills behind. 

Qj Whom 
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Whom Should I firft recordi but Jove, 

Whofe fway extends o'er fea and land. 
The king of men and gods above. 

Who holds the feafons in command ? 
To rival Jove, fhall none afpire. 

None fhall to equal glory rife | 
But Pallas claims beneath her fire. 

The fccond honours of the fkies. 

To thee, O Bacchus, great in war. 
To Dian will I ftrike the firing, 

Of Phoebus wounding from afar. 
In numbers like his own I'll fing. 

The Mufe Alcides fhall refound j 
The twins of Leda fliall fucceed j 

This for the flanding fight renown'd. 
And that for managing the fleed. 

Whofe flar fhines innocently flill ; 

The clouds difperfe, the tempefls ceafe. 
The waves obedient to their will. 

Sink down, and hufh their rage to peace. 

Next fhall I Numa's pious reign. 
Or thine, O Romulus, relate : 

Or Rome by Brutus freeM again. 
Or haughty Cato's glorious fate ? 

Or dwell on noble Paulus' fame ? 

Too lavifh of the patriot's blood ? 
Or Regulus' immortal name. 

Too obftinately juft and good I 
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Thcfe with Camillus bi*ave and bold, 

And other chiefs of matchlefs might| 
Rome's virtuous poverty of old. 

Severely feafon'd to the fight. 

Like trees, Marcellue' glory grows, 

With an infenfible advance j 
The Julian ftar, like Cynthia, glows, 

Who leads the planetary dance. 

The fates, O fire of human race, 

Entruft great Cacfar to thy care. 
Give him to hold thy fecond place. 

And reign thy fole vicegerent here. 

And whether India he fhall tame. 

Or to his chains the Seres doom ; 
Or mighty Parthia dreads his name. 

And bows her haughty neck to Rome. 

While on our groves thy bolts are hurPd,. 

And thy loud car fliakes heaven above. 
He fliall with juftice awe the world. 

To none inferior but to Jove. 

The Twenty Second Ode of the Firll 
Book of H O R A C E. 

TH E man unfully'd with a crime, 
Difdains the pangs of fear. 
He fcorns to dip the poifon'd (haft. 
Or poife the glittering fpear. 
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Nor with the loaded quiver goes 

To take the dreadful field : 
His folid virtue is his helm. 

And innocence his fhield. 

In vain the fam'd Hydafpes' tides, 

Obftru£l and bar the road, 
He fmiles on danger, and enjoys 

The roarings of the flood. 

All climes are native, and forgets 
Th' extremes of heats and frofts. 

The Scythian Caucafus grows warm> 
And cool the Libyan coafts. 

For while I wander'd through the woods. 

And rang'd the lonely grove. 
Loft and bewilder'd in the fongs 

And pleafing cares of love; 
A wolf beheld me from afar. 

Of monftrous bulk and might ; . 
But, naked as I was, he fled 

And trembled at the fight. 

A beaft fo huge, nor Daunia's grove. 

Nor Africk ever viewM ; 
Though nurft by her, the lion reigns 

The mona ch of the wood. 

Expofe me in thofe horrid climes, 

Whej-e not a gentle breeze 
Revives the vogetahle race. 

Or chears the drocping trees. 



Where 
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Where on the world's rcmotclt verge 

Th' unadlive leafons lie, 
And not one genial ray unbinds 

The rigor of the iky. 

On that unhabitable (hore, 

Expofe me all alone, 
Where I may view without a (hade. 

The culminating fun. 
Beneath th' Equator, or the Pole, 

In fafety could I rove ; 
And in a thoufand different climes 

Could live for her I love. 

A Prologue for the STROLLERS. 

/^ ENTEE LS, of old pert prologues led the way, 
^-^ To guide, defend, and ufher in the play, 
As powderM footmen run before the coach. 
And thunder at the door my lord's approach. 
But though they fpeak your entertainment near, 
Moft prologues fpeed like other bills of fare j 
Seldom the languid ftomach they excite, 
And oftener pall, than raife the appetite. 

As for the play — "tis hardly worth our care. 
The prologue craves your mercy for the player j 
That is, your money— -for by Jove I fwear. 
White-gloves and lodging are confounded dear. 
Since here are none but friends, the truth to own, 
Hafp'd in a coach our company came down. 
But I raoft (hrcwdly fear we (hall depait, 
Ev'n in our old original, a cart. 

With 
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With pride inverted, and fantaftic power. 
We ftnit the fancy'd raonarchs of an hourj 
While duns our emperors and heroes fear. 
And * Cleomenes ftarves in earneft here : 
The mightieft kings and queens we keep in pay. 
Support their pomp on eighteen -pence a day. 
Great Cyrus for a dram has pawn'd his coat. 
And all our Caefars can't command a groat $ 
Our Scipio's, Hannibals, and Poropeys break. 
And Cleopatra fhifts but once a week. 

To aggravate the cafe, we have not one. 
Of all the new refinements of the town : 
No moving ftatues, no lewd Harlequins, 
No pafteboard-players, no heroes in machines 5 
No rofm to flafh lightning— 'twould exhauft us. 
To buy a devil and a Doftor Fauftus. 
No windmills, dragons, millers, conjurers. 
To exercife your eyes, and fpare your ears j. 
No paper-feas, no thunder from the flcies. 
No witches to defcend, no ftage to rife j 
Scarce one for us' the aftors— we can fet 
Nothing before you but meer fenfe and wit* 
A bare downright old-fafliion'd Englifli feaft^ 
Such as true Britons only can digeft ; 
Such as your homely fathers us'd to love. 
Who only came to hear and to improve : 
Humbly content and pleas'd with what was dreft, 
When Otway, Lee, and Shakefpeare rang'd the feaft; 

• The Spartan Hero, a tragedy, by Mr. Drydcn. 

Tic 
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The Eighth Psalm Translates*. 

/^ King eternal and divine ! 
^•^ The world is thine alone : 
Above the ftars thy glories ftiine. 
Above the heavens thy throne. 

How far extends thy mighty name ! 

Where'er the fun can roll. 
That fun thy wonders (hall proclaim. 

Thy deeds from pole to pole. 

The infant's tongue ihall fpeak thy power. 

And vindicate thy laws i 
The tongue that never fpoke before. 

Shall labour in thy caufe. 

For when I lift my thoughts and eyes. 

And view the heavens around. 
Yon' ftretching wafte of azure ikies. 

With ftars and planets crown'd j 

Who in their dance attend the moon. 

The emprefs of the night. 
And pour around her filver throne. 

Their tributary light : 

Lord ! what is mortal man ? that he 

Thy kind regard ihould fliare ? 
What is his fon, who claims from thee 

And challenges thy care ? 

Next 
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Next to the blcft angelic kind. 

Thy hands created man. 
And this inferior world affign'd, 

To dignify his fpan. 

Him all revere, and all obey 

His delegated reign, 
The flocks that through the valley ftray. 

The herds that graze the plain. 

The furious tiger fpeeds his flight, 

And trembles at his power; 
In fear of his fuperior might. 

The lions ceafe to roar. 

Whatever horrid monfters tread 

The paths beneath t! c fea. 
Their king at awful didance dread. 

And fullenly obey. 

O Lord, l}ow far extends thy name ! 

Where-e'er the fun can roll, 
That fun thy wonders (hall proclaim. 

Thy deeds from pole to pole. 



Psalm the Twenty- fourth, Paraphr^ 

T^ AR as the world can ftretch its bounds, 
•*- The Lord is king of all. 
His wondrous power extends around 
The circuit of the ball. 
3 
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For he within the gloomy deeps 

Its dark foundations caft. 
And reared the pillars of the earth 

Amid the watery wafte. 

Who (hall afcend his Sion's hill, 

And fee Jehovah there ? 
Who from his facred flirine /hall breathe 

The facrifice of prayer ? 
He only whofe unfully'd foul 

Fair virtue's paths has trod, 
Who with clean hands and heart regards 

His neighbour and his God. 

On him fliall his indulgent Lord 

DifFufive bounties fhed. 
From God his Saviour fhall defcend 

All bleflings on his head. 
Of thofe who feek his righteous ways. 

Is this the chofen race, 
Who balk in all his bounteous fmiles. 

And flourifh in his grace. 

Lift up your ftately heads, ye doors, 

With hafty reverence rife 5 
Ye everlafting doors, who guard 

The pafles of the fkies. 

Swift from your golden hinges leap. 

Your barriers roll away. 
Now throw your blazing portals wide. 

And burft the gates of day. 



Decides the conqueft, and fufpcnds 

The balance of the fight. 
Lift up your ftately heads, ye doors, 

With hafty reverence rife 5 
Ye everlafting doors, who guard 

The paffes of the ikies. 

Swift from your golden hinges leap, 

Your barriers roll away. 
Now throw your blazing portals wide. 

And burft the gates of day. 

For fee ! the King of glory comes 

Along th' ethereal road : 
The cherubs through your folds fliall bear 

The triumphs of their God. 
Who is this great and glorious King ? 

Oh ! 'tis the God, whofe care 
Leads on his Ifrael to the field, 

Whofe power controls the war. 
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Psalm the T w e n t y-Ni n t h, 

YE mighty princes, your oblations bring, 
And pay due honours to your awful king; 
His boundlefs power to all the world proclaim^ 
Bend at his fhrine, and tremble at his name. 
For hark ! his voice with unrefifted fway 
Rules and controls the raging of the fea 5 
Within due bounds the mighty ocean keeps. 
And in their watery cavern awes the deeps : 
Shook by that voice, the nodding groves around 
Start from their roots, and fly the dreadful found. 
The blafted cedars low in duft arc laid. 
And Lebanon is left without a (hade. 
See ! when he fpeaks, the lofty mountains croud. 
And fly for fhelter from the thundering God : 
Sirion and Lebanon like hinds advance. 
And in wild raeafures lead th' unwieldy dance. 
His voice, his mighty voice, divides the fire. 
Back from the blaft the flu inking flames retire. 
•Ev'n Cades trembles when Jehovah fpeaks. 
With all his favages the defert fliakes. 
At the dread found the hinds with fear are ftwng. 
And in the lonely foreft drop their young. 
While in his hallowM temple all proclaim 
His glorious honours, and adore his name. 
High o'er the foaming furgcs of the fea 
•He fitS) and bids the liftening deep^-obey : 

He 
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He reigns o'er all 5 for ever lafts his power 
Till nature fiiikt, and time fliall be no more. 
With ftrength the fons of Ifrael fhall he blefs. 
And crown our tribes, with happinefs and peace. 



Psalm the Forty-fixth, Paraphrase! 

/^ N God we build our fure defence, 
^^ In God our hope repofe : 
His hand protefts us in the fight. 
And guards us from our woes. 

Then, be the earth's unwieldy frame 

From its foundations hurl'd. 
We may, unmov'd with fear, enjoy 

The ruins of the world. 

What though the folid rocks be rent. 

In tempefts whirl'd away? 
What though the hills fhould burft their roots. 

And roll into the fea ? 

Thou fea, with dreadful tumults, fwell, . 

And bid thy waters rife 
In furious furges, till they da(h 

The flood-gates of the Ikies. 

Our minds fhall be ferene and calm. 

Like Siloah's peaceful flood $ 
V/hofe foft and filver ftreams refrefli 

The city of our^od, 

Wi 
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Within the proud delighted waves^ 

The wanton turrets play ; 
The ftreams lead down their humid train^ 

Reluftant to the fea. 

Amid the fcene the temple floats. 

With its refle£led towers, 
Gilds all the furface of the flood. 

And dances to the (hores. 

With wonder fee what mighty power 

Our facred Sion chears, 
Lo ! there amidft her ftately walls. 

Her God, her God appears. 
Fixt on her bafis Ihe (hall ((and. 

And, innocently proud, 
Smile on the tumults of the world. 

Beneath the wings of God. 

See ! how, their weaknefs to proclaim. 

The heathen tribes engage ! 
Se« ! how with fruitlefs wrath they burn. 

And impotence of rage \ 

But God has fpoke ; and lo ! the world. 

His terrors to dlfplay, 
With all the melting globe of earth. 

Drops filently away. 

Still to the mighty Lord of hofts 

Securely we refort j . 
For refuge fly to Jacob's God, 

Our fuccour and fupporc. 

K Hither, 
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Hither, ye numerous nations, croud. 

In filent rapture (land. 
And fee o*er all the eaith cUfplayM 

The wondei-s of his hand. 
He bids the din of war be ftill. 

And all its tumults ceafe | 
He bids the guiltlefs trumpet found 

The harmony of peace. 
He breaks the tough reluflant bow. 

He burfts the brazen fpear. 
And in the crackling fire lus hand 

Confumes the blazing car. 

Hear tben his formidable voice, 

<< Be ftill, and know the Lord ; 
" By all the heathen I'll be fear'd j 

" By all the earth adorM. 
Still to the mighty Lord of hofts. 

Securely we refort 5 
For refuge fly to Jacob's God ; 

Our fuccouT and fuppoit* 

Psalm th^e 90th Paraphrafed% 

'THHY hand, O Lord, through rolling years 
•^ Has fav'd us from defpair> 
From period down to period flrctcVd 
The prolpefts of thy care. 
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Before the world was firft conceived. 

Before the pregnant earth, 
Caird forth the mountains from her womb^ 

Who ftruggled to their birth 5 

Eternal God ! thy early days 

Beyond duration run. 
Ere the firft rate of ftarting time 

Was meafur'd by the fun. 

We die 5 but future nations hear 

Thy potent voice again, 
Rife at the fummons, and reftore 

The perilli'd race of man j 

Before thy comprehenfive fight, * 

Duration fleets away 5 
And rapid ages on the wing. 

Fly fwifter than a day. 

As great Jehovah's piercing eyes 

Eternity explore, 
The longefl: sera is a night, 

A period is an hour. 

We at thy mighty call, O Lord, 

Our fancy'd beings leave, 
Rouz'd from the flattering dream of life^ 

To fleep within the grave. 

Swift from their barrier to their goal 

The rapid moments pafs* 
And leave poor man, for whom they run. 

The emblem of the grafs. 

R a In 
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In the firft mom of life it grows. 

And lifts its verdant head. 
At noon decdys, at evening dies. 

And withers in the mead. 

We in the glories of thy face 

Our fecrct fins furvey. 
And fee how gloomy thofe appear, 

How pure and radiant they. 

To death as our appointed goal 

Thy anger drives us on, 
To that full period fixM at length 

This tale of life is done. 

With winged fpeed, to ftated bounds 

And limits we muft fly. 
While feventy rolling funs compleat 

Their circles in the fky. 

Or if ten more around us roll, 
'Tis labour, woe, and ftrife. 

Till we at length are quite drawn down 
To the laft dregs of life. 

But who, O Lord, regards thy wrath, 

■ Though dreadful and fevere ? 
That wrath, whatever fear he feels. 
Is equal to his fear. 

So teach us. Lord, to count our days, 

And eye their conftant race, 
To meafure what we want in time, 

3y wifdom, and by grace. 
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With us repent, and on our hearts 

Thy choiceft graces ftied. 
And (hower from thy celeftial throne 

Thy bleffings on our head. 

Oh ! may thy mercy crown us here. 

And come without delay $ 
Then our whole courfe of life will fcem 

One glad triumphant day. 

Now the bicft years of joy reftorc. 

For thofc of grief and ftrife, 
And with one pleafant drop allay 

This bitter draught of life. 
Thy wonders to the world difplay. 

Thy fervants to adorn. 
That may delight their future fons. 

And children yet unborn ; 

Thy beams of majcfty diffufe, 

With them thy great commands. 
And bid profperity attend 

The labours of our hands. 

The 139th Psalm paraphrafed in Miltonick 
Verfe. 

O Dread Jehovah ! thy all -piercing eyes 
Explore the motions of this mortal frame. 
This tenement of duft : Thy ftretching fight 
Surveys ili' harmonious principles, that move 
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In beauteous rank and order, to inform 
This caik, and ^animated mafs of clay. 
Nor are the profpefts of thy wondrous fight 
To this terreftria] part of man confin'd ; 
But (hoot into his foul, and there difcem 
The firft materials of unfafhion'd thought. 
Yet dim and undigefted, till the mind. 
Big with the tender images, expands, 
And, fwelling, labours with th' ideal birth. 

Where-e'er I move, thy cares purfue my feet 
Attendant. When I drink the dews of fleep, 
Stretch'd on my downy bed, and thei*e enjoy 
A fweet forgetfulncfs of all my toils, 
Unfeen, thy fovereign prefence guards my deep. 
Wafts all the terrors of my dreams away, 
Sooths all my foul, and foftens my repofe. 

Before conception can employ the tongue. 
And mould the du£lile images to found i 
Before imagination (lands difplayM, 
Thine eye the future eloquence can read. 
Yet unarray'd with fpeech. Thou, mighty Lord ! 
Hail moulded man from his congenial dud. 
And fpoke him into being j while tbe clay, 
Bfeneath thy forming hand, leapM forth, infpir'd. 
And ftarted into life : through every part. 
At thy command, the wheels of motion play'd. 

But fuch exalted knowledge leaves below 
And drops poor man from its fuperior fphere. 
Jn vain, with reafon's ballaft, would he try 
To Item th' unfathomable depth ; his bark 
O'er-fets, and founders in the vaft abyfs. 

7 Then 
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Then whither fhall the rapid fancy run, 
Though in its full career, to fpeed my flight 
From thy unbounded prefcnce ? which, alone, 
Fills all the regions and extended fpace 
Beyond the bounds of nature ! Whither, Lord ! 
Shall my unreinM imagination rove. 
To leave behind thy fpirit, and out-fly 
Its influence, which, with brooding wings, out-fpread 
Hatched unfledgM nature from the dark profound. 

If mounted on ray towering thoughts I climb 
Into the heaven of heavens ; I there behold 
The blaze of thy unclouded majefty ! 
In the pure empyrean thee I view, 
High thronM above all height, thy radiant (hrine^ 
Throng'd with the proftrate feraphs, who receive 
Beatitude paft utterance ! If I plunge 
Down to the gloom of Tartarus profound. 
There too I find thee, in the loweft bound* 
Of Erebus, and read thee, in the fcenes 
Of complicated wrath : I fee thee clad 
In all the majefty of darknef;; there^ 

If, on the ruddy morning's purple wingv 
Up-born, with indefatigable courfe, 
I fedk the glowing borders of the Eaft, 
Where the bright fun, emergent from the deep«^ 
With his ftrft glories gilds the fparkling feas. 
And trembles o'er the waves ; ev'n there, thy hand 
Shall through the watery delert guide my courfe, 
And o'er the broken furges pave my way, 
While on the dreadful whirles I hang ftcurc, 
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And mock the warring ccean. If, with hopes. 
As fond as falfe, the darknefs I expeft 
To hide, and wrap me in its mantling (hade. 
Vain were the thought i for thy unbounded ken 
Darts through the thickening gloom, and pries through all 
The palpable obfcure. Before thy eyes, 
The vanquifli'd night throws off her dufky ftirowd. 
And kindles into day : the ihade, and light. 
To man ftill various, but the fame to thee. 
On thee, is all the ftru6lure of my frame 
Dependant. Lock'd within the filent womb. 
Sleeping I lay, and ripening to my birth; 
Yet, Lord, thy out-ftretch'd arm preferv'd me there j 
Before I mov'd to entity, and trod 
The verge of being. To thy hallowM name 
I *11 pay due honours : for thy mighty hand 
Built this corporeal fabrick, when it laid 
The ground-work of exiftence. Hence, I read 
The wonders of thy art. This frame I view 
With terror and delight ; and, wrapt in both, 
I ftartle at myfelf. My bones, unformM 
As yet, nor hardening from the vifcous parts. 
But blended with th* unanimated mafs. 
Thy eye diftin6lly view'd 5 and, while I lay 
Within the earth, imperfefV, nor perceiv'd 
The fii-ft faint dawn of life, with eafe furvey'd 
Tlie vital glimmerings of the a6live feeds, 
Juft kindling to exiftence $ and beheld 
My fubftance fcarce material. In thy book. 
Was the fair model of this ^u^ure drawn, 

7 Where 
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Where every part, in juft conne6lion join'd, 
ComposM and perfefled th' harmonious piece. 
Ere the dim fpeck of being leam'd to ftretch 
Its du£lile form, or entity had known 
To range and wanton in an ampler ipace. 

How dear, how rooted in my inmoft foul, 
Are all thy counfels, and the various ways 
Of thy eternal providence ! The fum 
So boundlefs and immenfe, it leaves behind 
The low account of numbers ; and out-flies 
All that imagination e're conceiv'd, 
Lefs numerous are the fands that crowd the ihores. 
The barriers of the ocean. When I rife 
From my foft bed, and fofter joys of fleep, 
I rife to thee. . Yet lo ! the impious flight 
Thy mighty wonders. Shall the fons of vice 
Elude the vengeance of thy wrathful hand. 
And mock thy lingering thunder, which with-kolds 
Its forky terrors from their guilty heads ? 
Thou great tremendous God ! — A vaunt, and fly. 
All yt who thirft for blood. — For, fwoln with pride. 
Each haughty wretch blafphemes thy facred name. 
And bellows his reproaches to affront 
Thy glorious Majefty. Thy foes I hate 
Worfe than my own, O Lord ! Explore my foul, 
Ste if a flaw or flain of fln infe£ls 
My guilty thoughts. Then^lead me in the way 
That guides my feet to thy own heaven and thee* 

PsALiil 
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Psalm the Hundred and Forty-fourth 
Paraphrafed. 

Ti J'Y foul, in raptures rife to bicfs the Lord, 

•*-^'*- Who taught my hands to draw the fatal fword j 

Led by his arm, undaunted I appear 

In the firft ranks of death, and front of war. 

He taught me firft the pointed fpear to wield, 

And mow the glorious harveft of the field. 

By him infpir'd, from ftrength to i^rengtfa I paft, 

Plung'd through the troops, and laid the battle wafte. 

In him ray hopes I center and repofe. 
He guards my life, and Shields me from my foes* 
He held his ample buckler o'er my head. 
And fcrecn'd me trembling in the mighty ihade t 
Again ft all hoftile violence and power. 
He was my fword, my bulwark, -and my tower. 
He o'er my people will maintain my fway, 
And teach my willing fuhjcfts to obey. 

Lord ! what is man, of vile and humble birth ? 
Sprung with his kindred reptiles from the earth ? 
That he fhould thus thy feci^t counfels /hare ? 
Or what his fon, who challenges thy care ? 
Why does thine eye regard this nothing, roan ? 
His life a point, his meafure but a fpan ? 
The fancy 'd pageant of f moment made, 
Swift as a dream, and fleeting as a (hade. 

Come in thy power, and leave th' ethereal plain, 
And to thy harnefs'd tempeft give the rein 5 

Yott 
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on ftarry arch fhall bend beneath the load, 
3 loud the chariot, and fo great the God ! 
oon as his rapid wheels Jehovah rolls, 
'he folding fkies fhall tremble to the poles : 
eaven's gaudy axle with the world /hall fall, 
cap from the centre, and unhinge the ball. 
ToucliM by thy hands, the labouring hills expire 
'hick clouds of fmoke, and deluges of fire ; 
n the tall groves the red deftroyer preys, 
.nd wraps th' eternal mountains in the blaze i 
ull on my foes may all thy lightnings fly, 
n purple pinions through the gloomy (ky. 
Extend thy hand, thou kind all-gracious God, 
own from the heaven of heavens thy bright abode, 
nd fhield me from my foes, whofe towering pride 
owers like a ftorm, and gathers like a tide ; 
.gainft ftrange children vindicate my caufe, 
/"ho curfe thy name, and trample on thy laws ; 
/ho fear not vengeance which they never felt, 
rain'd to blafpheme, and eloquent in guilt : 
'heir hands are impious, and their deeds profane, 
hey plead their boafted innocence in vain. 
Thy name fliall dwell for ever on my tongue, 
.nd guide the facred numbers of my fong ; 
o thee ray Mufe (hall confecrate her lays, 
nd every note fhall labour in thy praife 5 
he halluw\i theme (hall teach me how to iing, 
jvell on the lyre, and tremble on the ftring. » 

Oft has thy hand from fight the monarch led, 
Then death flew raging, and ibe battle bled 3 

And 



*S» PITT'S POEMS. 

And fnatchM thy fervant in the laft defpair 
From all the rifing tumult of the war. 

Againft ftrange children vindicate my caufe. 
Who curfe thy name, and trample on thy laws j 
That our fair fons may fmile in early bloom, 
Our fons, the hopes of all our years to come ; 
Like plants that nurs'd by foftering ftiowers arife. 
And lift their fpreading honours to the ikies. 
That our chafte daughters may their charms difplay, 
Like the bright pillars of our temple, gay, 
Poli(hM, and tall, and fmooth, and fair as they. 

Piled up v/ith plenty let our barns apptar. 
And burft with all the feafons of the year j 
Let pregnaiit flocks in every quarter bleat. 
And drop their tender young in every ftrcet. 
Safe from their labours may our oxen come, 
Safe may they bring the gather'd fummer home. 
Oh ! may no fighs, no dreams of forrow flow. 
To ftain our triumphs with the tears of woe. 

Blefs*d is the nation, how (incerely blefs'd ! 
Of fuch unbounded happinefs poflefsM, 
To whom Jehovah's facred name is known. 
Who claim the Cod of Ifrael for their own. 



The Third Chapter of JOB. 

T O B cursM his birth, and bade his curfes flow 
^ In words of grief, and eloquence of woe j 
Loft be that day which draggM me to iqy doom. 
Recent to life, and ftruggling from the womb 3 

Whofe 
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ams ^wlth fuch malignant luilre (hone, 
11 my years in anxious circles run. 
at night; in undeterminM fpace, 
with deeper ftiades her gloomy face, 
owded up with woes this (lender fpan, 
: dull roafs rofe quickening into man. 
It cursed day let fable darknefs rife, 
le blue vault, and blacken all the (kies j 

o*er-Iook it from his heavenly throne, 
• from fleep the fedentary fun, 
ark face to (hed his genial ray, 
n to joy the melancholy day. 
:louds frown, and livid poifons breathe, 

heaven's azure with the (hade of death, 
n-fold darknefs from that dreadful night 
arreft the ftraggling gleams of light j 
lie vengeance for its fatal crime, 
banifti'd from the train of time j 
t radiant lift of months appear, 
bie fhining circle of the year : 
DUgh her duiky range may filence roam, 
y no ray, no glimpfe of gladnefs come, 
:o cheer the folitary gloom. 
f ftar his gaudy light with-hold, 
gh the vapour (hoot his beamy gold s 
e dawn with radiant ikirts come on, 
th the glories of the rifmg fun ; 
lat dreadful period fix'd my doom, 

the dark receifcs of the womb. 

To 
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To that original my ill« I owe. 

Heir of affli^ion, and the fon of woe. 

Oh ! had I dy'd unexercised in pain, 

And wak'd to life, to flcep in death again ! 

Why did not Fate attend me at my birth. 

And give me back to my congenial earth ? 

Why was I, when an infant, foothM to reft, 

Luird on the knee, or hung upon the breaft ? 

For now the grave would all my cares compofe. 

Conceal my forrows, and inter my woes : 

There wrappM and lockM within his cold embrace. 

Safe had I flu mber'd in the arms of peace s 

There with the mighty kings, who lie inroIPd 

In clouds of inccnfe, and in beds of gold : 

There with the princes, who in grandeur (hone. 

And aw*d the trembling nations from the throne j 

Affli£led Job an equal reft might have, 

And (hare the dark retirement of the grave ; 

Or as a fliapelefs £mbi70 feek the tomb. 

Rude and imperfect from the abortive womb i 

Eke motion's early principle began. 

Or the dim fubftance kindled into man. 

There from their monftrous crimes the wicked ceafe, 
Their labouring guilt is weai-y'd into peace } 
There blended fleep the coward and the brave, ^ 

Stretched with his lord, the undiftinguiih'd (lave V 
Enjoys the common refuge of the grave. j 

An equal lot the mighty viflor ihares. 
And lies amidft the captives of his wars} 

With 
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With his, thofc captives mingle their remains. 
The fame in death, nor leffcn'd by their chains. 
Why are we doom'd to view the genial ray f 
Why curft to bear the painful light of day ? 
Oh ! with what joy the wretches yield their breath ? 
And pant in bitteniefs of foul for death f 
As a rich prize, the diftant blifs they crave. 
And find the glorious treafure in the grave. 
Why is the wretch condemned without relief. 
To combat woe, and tread the round of grief. 
Whom in the toils of fate his God has bound. 
And drawn the line of miferies around ? 

When nature calls for aid, my fighs intrude. 
My tears prevent my neceflary food s 
Like a full ftream o'ercharg'd, my forrows flow. 
In burfts of anguiih, and a tide of woe $ 
For now the dire affliftion which I fled, 
Pours like a roaring tonent on my head. 
My terrors ftill the phantom viewed, and wrought 
The dreadful image into every thought : 
At length pluck'd down, the fatal ftroke I feel. 
And lofe the fancyM in the real ill. 

The Twenty-Fifth Chapter of Job, Paraphnifcd. 

^"T^ HEN will vain man complain and murmur ftill ? 
-** And ftand on terms with his Creator's will ? 
Shall this high privilege to clay be given ? 
Shall duft arraign the providence of heaven f 

With 
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With rcafon's line the boundlefs diftance fcan 5 
Oppofe heaven's awful majefty to man. 
To what a length his vail dominions run ? 
Hew far beyond the journeys of the fun ? 
He hung yon' golden balls of light on high. 
And launch'd the planets through the liquid flcy j 
To rolling worlds he mark'd the ceitain fpace^ 
Fixt and fuftain'd the elemental peace. 

Unnumber'd as thofe worlds his armies move. 
And the gay legions guard his realms above; 
High o'er th' ethereal plains, the myriads rife. 
And pour their flaming ranks along the fkies t 
From their bright arms incefTant fplendors ftream. 
And the wide azure kindles with the gleam. 

To this low world he bids the light repair, 
Down through the gulphs of undulating air: 
For man he taught the glorious fun to roll. 
From his bright barrier to his wedern goal. 

How then (hall man, thus infolently proud. 
Plead with his Judge, and combat with his God T 
How from his moiial mother can he come, 
UnftainM from fin, untin6lur'd from the womb ? 

The Lord from his fublime empyreal throne. 
As a dark globe, regards the filver moon. 
Thofe ftars, that grace the wide celeftial plain, 
Ai*e but the humblefl fwcepings of his train j 
Dim are the brighteft fplendors of the fkyj 
And the fun darkens in Jehovah's eye. ' 

But does not (in diffufe a fouler (lain, 
And thicker darknefs cloud the foul of man i 

ShaU 
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Shall he the depths of endlefs wifdora know? 

This fhort-livM fovereign of the world below? * 

His frail original confounds his boafl. 

Sprung from the ground, and quicken'd from the duft. 

The Song of Mo s e s, in the Fifteenth Chapter 
of Exodus, Paraphrafed. 

'T^ HE N to the Lord» the vaft triumphant throng 
-■* Of Ifraers fons, with Mofes, rais'd the fong. 

To God our grateful accents will we raife, 
And every tongue fhall celebrate his praife : 
Behold difplay'd the wonders of his might j 
Behold the Lord triumphant in the fight ! 
"With what immortal fame and glory gracM ! 
What trophies raised amid the watery wafte ! 
How did his power the Heeds and riders fweep 
IngulphM in heaps, and whelm'd beneath the deep ? 

Whom fhould we fear, while he, heaven*s awful Lord, 
Unfheaths for Ifrael his avenging fword ? 
His outftretch'd arm, and tutelary care, • 
Guarded and fav'd us in the laft defpair i 
His mercy eas\l us from our circling pains, 
Unbound our fhackles, and unlocked our chains. 
To him our God, our Fathers God, Til rear 
A facred temple, and adore him there, 
With vows and incenfe, facrifice and prayer. 

The Lord commands in war ; his matchlefs might 
Hangs out and guides the balance of the fight; 
By him the war the mighty leaders form. 
Ami teach the hovering tumult where to ftorm. 

S His 



His Name, IHael, Heaven*8 Eternal hord^ 
For- ever honoured, revercnc'd, and ador'd* 

When to the fight from Egypt's fruitful fQil> 
Pour'd forth in myriads all the fons of Nilcj 
The Lord overthrew the courfer and the car, 
Sunk Pharaoh's pride, and e>nyheImM his war. 
Beneath th' encumbered deeps his legions lay. 
For many a league impurpling all the Tea s 
Tht ohiefii, and fteeds, and warriors whirl'd around, 
Lay midft the roarings of the furgres drownM. 

Who (hail thy power, thou mighty Goc(, withftand^ 
And check the force of thy vi£h)rious hand ? 
Thy hand, which red with wrath in terror rofe, 
To crufli that day thy proud Egyptian foes. 
Struck by that hand, their drooping fquadrons fall, 
Crowding in death ; one fate o'erwhdms them all. 

Soon as thy anger, charg'd with vengeance, came, 
They funk like ftubblc crackling in the flame. 
At thy dread voice the fummon'd billows crowd, 
And a ftill filence lulls the wondering flood : 
Roird up, the cryftal ridges ftrike the fkits, 
"Waves peep ©""er waves, and"feas o'er fcas arile. 
Around in heaps the lilbening furgcs fland. 
Mute and obfervant of the high command. 
Congeard with fear attends the watery train, 
Rouz'd from the fecrct chambers of the main. 

With favage joy the fons of :^gypt cry'd, 
(Vaft were their hopes, and boundlefs was their pride) 
Let us purfue thofe fugitives of Nile, 
This fervile nation, and divide the fpoil : 

As< 
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d fpitad fo wide the (laughter, till their blood 
es with a ^tron^r red the bluAing flood* 
! what a copious prey their hofts afford^ 
glut and fatten the devouring fword ! 
\.s thus the yawning gulf the boaifers pafsM, 
thy command ru(h'd forth the rapid blaft. 
en, at the fignal given, with dreadful fway> 
one huge heap roird down the roaring fea ; 
id now the difmtangled waves divide, 
lock their folds, and thaw the frozen tide. 
le deeps alarmM call terribly from far 
ic loud, embattled furges lo the war; 
11 her proud fons aftoni/hM -^gypt found, 
ver'd with billows, and in tcmpefts drown'd. 
What God can emulate thy jxjwer divine, V 

who oppofe his miracles to thine > 
hen joyful we adore thy glorious name, 
ly trembling foes conftTs their feaf and fiiaine. 
le world attends thy abfolute command, 
id nature waits the wonders of thine hand^ 
bat hand, extended o'er the ^ellirg fe&, 
lie confcious billows reverence and obey, 
er the devoted race the furges fweep, 
nd whelm the guilty nation in the deep, 
hat hand redeemed us from our fervile toil» 
nd each infulting tyrant of the Nile : 
iir nation came beneath that mighty hand, 
x>m ^gypt^s realms, to Canaan^s facred land* 
hou wert their Guide, their Saviour, and their God, 
o fmooth the way, and clear the dreadful road. 

S 4 The 
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The diftanit kingdoms (hall thy wonders hear. 
The fierce Philiftines (hall confcfs their fear j 
Thy fame (hall over Edom's princes fpread. 
And Moab's kings, the tiniverfal dread j 
While the vaft fcenes of miracles impart 
A thrilling horror to the braveft heart. 
As through the world the gathering terror runs, 
Canaan /hall (brink, and tremble for his fons. 
Till thou haft Jacob from his bondage brought. 
At fuch a vaft expence of wonders bought. 
To Canaan's promis'd realms and bleft abodes. 
Led through the dark recefTes of the floods. 
Crown'd with their tribes (hall proud Moriah rife, 
And rear his fummit-nearer to the (kies. 

Through ages, Lord, (hall ftretch thy bo^ndlefs power, 
Thy throne (liall ftand when Time (hall be no more : 
For Pharaoh's fteeds, and cars, and warlike traiii. 
Leaped in, and boldly rang'd the fandy plain. 
While in the dreadful road, and defart way. 
The fhining crowds of gafping fi/hes lay : 
Till, all around with liquid toils befet. 
The Lord fwept o'er their heads the watery net. 
He freed the ocean from his fecret chain, 
And on each hand difcharg'd the thundering mam. 
The loofen'd billows burft from every fide. 
And whelm the war and warriors in the tide; 
Cut on each hand the folid billows (tcod, 
Like lofty mounds to check the raging flood j 
Till the bleft race to promis'd Canaan palt 
O'er the dry path, and trod the watery wafte. 

The 
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The Third Ode of the Second Book of 
HORACE, Paraphrafed. 

E T the brave youth be trained, the (lings 
Of poverty to bear, 
And in the fchool of want be taught 
The cxcrcife of wrar. 

Let him be praftis'd in his bloom. 

To liften to alarms. 
And learn proud Parthia to fubdue 

With unrefiftcd arms. 
The hoftile tyrant's beauteous bride, 

Diftra6led with dcfpair, 
Beholds him pouring to the fight. 

And thundering through the war. • 

As from the battlements fhe views 

The (laughter of his fword, 
Thus (hall the fair exprefs her grief. 

And terrors for her Lord : 

Look down, ye gracious powers, from heaven, 

Nor let my confort go, 
Rude in the arts of war, to fight 

This formidable foe. 
Oh ! not with half that dreadful rage 

The royal favage flies. 
When, at the (lighted touch, he fprings 

And darts upon his prize. 
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How fair, how comely are our woundi^ 

In cur dear country's caufe! 
What fame attends the glorious fate» 

That props our dying laws ! 
For death^s cold hand arrefts the fears 

That haunt the coward's mindj 
Swift (he purfues the flying wretch^ 

And wounds him from behind. 
Bravely regard lefs of difgrtce. 

Bold virtue ftands alone, 
With pure unfully'd glory fliines. 

And honours flill her own. 

From the dark grave, and filent dai{> 

She bids her fons arife, 
And to the radiant train uxtfok|s 

The portals of the (kies. 

Now, with triumphant wings, (be ibart^ 

Above the realms of day. 
Spurns the dull earth, and groveling crow4» 

And towers tV ethereal way. 

With her has filence a rewardty 

Within the blefsM abodes. 
That holy filence which conceals 

The fecrets of the Gods. 

But with a wretch I would not liv«. 

By facrilege prophan'd, 
Nor lodge beneath one roof, hqv, la^ach 
. One ve(rcl from the land : 

Fm 
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For, blended with the bad, the good 

The common ftroke have felt, 
And heaven's dire vengeance ibruck alik6 

At innocence and guilt. 
The wrath divine purfues the wretch, 

At prefent lame, and flow. 
But yet, though tardy to advance^ 

She gives the furer blow. 

The Third Ode of the Fourth Book of 
HORACE, Paraphrafed. 

TT 7H O M fir ft, Melpomene, thy eye 
^ ^ With friendly afpe6l views. 
Shall from his cradle rife renown'd. 
And facred to the Mufe. 

Nor to the Ifthmiatt games his fame 

And deathlefs tiiumphs owe j 
Nor ftiall he wear the verdant wteath. 

That (hades the champion's bWw. 
Nor in the wide £le»n plaint 

Fatigue the courfer's fpeed^ 
Nor through the glorious clt)ud of duft. 

Provoke the bounding fteed. 
Nor, as an haughty viflor, mouat 

The Capitolian heights. 
And proudly dedicate to Jovo 

The trophies of his fights. 

S 4 Beca^ft 
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Bccaufe his thundering hand in war 

Has check'd the fwelling tide 
Of the ftern tyrant's power, and broke 

The meafures of his pride. 

But by fweet Tybur's groves and ftreams 

His glorious theme purfues, 
And fcorns the laurels of the war. 

For thofe that crown the Mufe . 

There in the mod retired retreats. 

He fets his charming fong. 
To the fweet harp which Sappho touch'd. 

Or bold Alcaeus ftrung. 

Rank'd by thy fons, Imperial Rome, 

Among the poet''s quire. 
Above the reach of envy's hand 

I fafely may afpire. 

Thou facred Mufe, wfaofe artful hand 

Can teach the bard to fing j 
•Can animate the golden lyre, 

And wake the living firing : 

Thou, by whofe mighty power, may fing, 

In unaccuftom'd (trains. 
The filent fifties in the floods. 

As on their banks the fwans. 

To thee I owe ray fpfeading fame. 
That thoufands, as they gaze. 

Make me their wonder's common theme. 
And obje^l of their praife. 
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•ft I ftnick the Lelbian lyre, 

> fame belongs to me ; 

5 my honours, when I pleafe, 
' e'er I pleafe) to thee. 

:he approaching Congress of Cambray, 
Written in 1721. 

E patriots of the world, whofe cares corobinM 
Confult the public welfare of mankind, 
moment let the crowding kingdoms wait, 
Europe in Aifpence attend her fate, 
ch turns on your great councils ; nor refufe 
lear the drains of the prophetic Mufc ; 

> fees thofe councils with a generous care 

the wide wounds, and calm the rage of war j 
€cs new verdure all the plain o'erfpread, 
re the fight bum'd, and where the battle bled, 
fields of death a fofter fcene difclofe, 
Ceres fmiles where iron harvefts rofe. 
bleating flocks along the baftion pafs, 
from the awful ruins crop the grafs. 
:l from his fears, each unmolefted fwain, 
;aceful furrows cuts the fatal plain 5 
ns the high bulwaik and afpiring mound, 
fees the camp with all the feafons crowa*d. 
ath each clod, bright burnifhM arms appear ; 
, furrow glitters with the pride of war 5 
fields refound and tinkle as they break, 
the keen faulchion rings againft the rake^ 

At 
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At reft beneath the hanging ramparts Iaid« 
He (ings fecurely In the dreadful Ihade. 

Hark !— o*er the feas, the Britifh liort^ roar 
Their monarch's fame to every diftant (horc : 
Swift on their canvafs wings his navies go, 
Where-ever tides can roll, or winds can blow $ 
Their fails within the arflic circle rife, 
Led by the ftars that gild the northern (kies 5 
Tempt frozen feati iior fear the driving Isiaft, 
But fwell eituldng o'er the hoary wafte j 
O'er the wide ocean hold fupreme command, 
And aflive commerce fpread through every land; 
Or with full pride to fouthern regions run. 
To diftant worlds, on t'other fide the fun ; 
And plow the tides, where odoriferous gales 
Perfume the fmiling waves, and ftretch the bellying fails* 

See ! the proud merchant fcek the precious (hors. 
And trace the winding veins of glittering ore j 
Low in the earth bis wondering eyes behold 
Th' imperfe6t metal ripening into gold. 
The mountains tremble with alternate rays, 
And caft at once a ftiadow and a blaae i 
Streak'd o'er with gold, the pebbles flame around. 
Gleam o'er the foil, and gild the tinkling ground s 
Charg'd with the glorious prize, his vefleU come, 
And in proud triumph bring an India borne. 

Fair Concord, hail | thy wings o'er BrUnfwick fyntd, 
And with thy olives crown his laursl'd head. 
Come ; in thy moft diftinguifh'd charms appear } 
Oh! come, and bolt the irot^-gates of war. 

5 ^The 
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The fight ftandi ftill when Brunfwkk bids it ceafe, 
The monarch fpeakt, and gives the world a peace j 
Like awful juftice, fits faperior lord, 
To poife the baknce, or to draw the fword 5 
Tn due fufpenft the jarring realms to keep, 
And hufh the tumults of the world to Oeep. 
Now with a brighter face« and nobler ray. 
Shine forth, tliou Bource of light, and God of day ; 
Say, didft thou ever in thy bright career 
tight up before a more diftinguifli'd ytSLV > 
Through all thy journeys paft thou canft not fee 
A perfeft image of what this fhall be : 
Scarce the Platonic year (hall this renew. 
Or keep the bright original in view. 

The Fable of 

The young MAN and his CAT. 

A Haplefs youth, whom fates averfe had drove 
^^ To a ftrange paflion, and prepofterous love, 
Long''d to pofTefs his pufs's fpotted charms^ 
And hug the tabby beauty in his arms. 
To what odd whirafies love inveigles men ? 
Sure if the boy was ever blind, 'twas then. 
RdckM with his pa/Tion, and in deep defpair. 
The youth to Venus thus addreft his prayer. 
O queen of beauty, fmce thy Cupid's dart 
Has firM my foul, and rankles in my heart 5 
Since doort'd to burn in this unhappy flame. 
From thee at leaft a remedy I claim j 

If 
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If on ce, to blefs Plgmalion's longing arrosy 
The marble foften'd into living charms ; 
And warm with life the purple current ran 
In circling ftrcams through every flinty vein ; 
If, with his own creating hands difplay'd. 
He hugg'd the ftatue, and embraced a maid j 
And with the breathing image fir'd his heart, 
The pride of nature, and the boaft of art : 
Hear my requeft, and crown my wondrous flame, 
The fame its nature, be thy gift the fame; 
Give me the like unufual joys to prove. 
And though irregular, indulge my love. 

Delighted Venus heard the moving prayer. 
And foon refolv'd to eafe the lover's care, 
To fet Mifs Tabby off with every grace. 
To drefs, and fit her for the youth's embrace. 

Now ftie by gradual change her form forfook, 
Firft her round face an oval figure took j 
The roguifh dimples next his heart beguile. 
And each grave whifker foften'd to a fniile ; 
Unufual ogles wanton'd in her eye. 
Her folemn purring dwindled to a figh : 
Sudden, a huge hoop-petticoat difplay'd, 1 

A wide circumference ! intrench'd the maid, > 

And for the tail in waving circles play'd. } 

Her fur, as deftin'd ftill her charms to deck, 
Made for her hands a muff, a tippet for her neck. 

In the fine lady now her fliape was loft. 
And by fuch ftrange degrees fhe grew a toaft j 

I Wai 
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Wis all for ombre now ; and who but (he. 
To talk of modes and fcandal o'er her tea ; 
To fettle every fafliion of the fex, 
And run through all the female politics j 
To fpend her time at toilet and baffet, 
To play, to flaunt, to flutter, and coquet t 
From a grave thinking moufer, (he was grown 
The gayeft flirt that coach'd it round the town. 

But fee how often fome intruding woe, 
Nips all our blooming profpe^ls at a blow ! 
For as the youth his lovely confort led 
To the dear pleafures of the nuptial bed, 
Juft on that infiant from an inner houfe. 
Into the chamber popt a hcedJefs moufe. 
Mifs Tabby faw, and brooking no delay, 
Sprung from the (hects, and IcizM the trembling prey i 
Nor did the bride, in that ill-fated hour. 
Reflect that all her moufing-days were o'er. 
The youth, aftoniflrd, felt a new defpair, 
Ixion-llke he grafpM, and grafp'd biit air ; 
He faw his vows and prayers in vain btilow'd. 
And loft the j'lting godJcls in a cloud. 



To 
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TolHr. POPE, on his Tr ak s l atiok of 
Homer ^s Iliad. 

^'T* I S true, what famM Pythagoras maiiUajD^d, 

^ That ibult departed in new bodies rcign'd i 
We muft approve the do^rine, fince we fee 
The foul of godlike Homer breathe in thee. 
Old Ennius firft, then Virgil felt her fires ^ 
But now a Britifii Poet ihe iofpircs. 

To you, O Pope, the lineal right extends. 
To you th' hereditary Mufe defcends. 
At a Taft diftance we of Homer heard, 
Till you brought in, and naturalizM the Bard 3 
Bade him our English rights and freedom claim. 
His voice, his habit, and his air the fame. 
Now in the mighty ftrangcr we rejoice, 
And Britain thanks thee with a public voice. 

Se^ ! too the Poet, a majeftic fliade. 
Lifts up in awful pomp his laurcIM head. 
To thank his fuccefTor, who fets him free 
From the vile hands of Hobbes and Ogilby ; 
Who vext his venerable allies more, 
Than his ungrateful Greece, the living Bard before. 

While Homer's thoughts in thy bold lines are fliown, 
Though worlds contend, we claim him for our own $ 
Our blooming boys proud Ilion*s fate bewail j 
Our lifping babes repeat the dreadful tale, 
Ev'n in iheir (lumbers they purfuc the theme, 
■Start, and enjoy a fight in every dream. 

By 



To Mm- POPE. t 

)y turns the chief and bard their ibuU inflame, 
bid every lit^e bo(bm beats for fame, 
Thus (hall they learn (as future tinies will (c^ 
'rom him to conquer, or to write from thee* 
In every hand we fee the glorious fong, 
^nd Homer is the theme of every tongue, 
'arties in fiate poetic fchemes employ, 
Ind Whig and Tory fide with Greece and Troy | 
fegle^ their feuds } and feem more zealous grown 
?o puAi thofe countries interefts than their own. 
)iu: buiieft politicians have forgot 
[ow Somers counferdt and how Marlborough fought | 
lut o*er their lettling coffee gravely tell, 
V^hat Neftor fpokc, and how brave He^or feU. 
)ur fofteft beau3( and coxcombs you infpire, 
/ith Glaucus' courage, and Achilles* fire, 
Dw they reient affronts wl.ich once they bore, 
id draw thofe fwords that ne*er were drawn before » 
y, ev*n our belles, informed how Homer writ, 
im thence to criticize on modem wit. 
.et the mad criticks to their fide engage 
' envy, pride, and dulnefs of the age i 
ain they curfe, in vain they pine and mourn, 
-. on themfeivcs their arrows will return ; 
e'er would thy eftabliCh'd fame deface, 
)ut immortalized to their difgrace. 
and enjoy their fpigbt, and ihare that fate, 
I would, if Homer liv'd, on Homer wait. 
I lo ! his fecond labour claims thy care> 
^ toils (ucceed Achilles' wv. 

HafU 
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Hade to the work ; the ladies long to fee 

The pious frauds of chafte Penelope. 

Helen they long have feen, whofe guilty charms 

For ten whole years engag'd the world in arms. 

Then, as thy fame (hall fee a length of days, 

Some future Bard ihall thus record thy praife : 

** In thofe bleft times when fmiling heaven and fate 

«* Had rais'd Britannia to her happieft ftate, 

" When wide around, (he faw the world fubmit, 

** And own her fons fupi-eme in arts and wit } 

<< Then Pope and Dry den brought in triumph horae» 

" The pride of Greece, and ornament of Rome 5 

** To the great ta(k each bold tranflator came, 

** With Virgil's judgment, and with Homer's flame; 

•SHere the pleas'd Mantuan fwan was taught to foar, 

•* Where fcarce the Roman eagles tower'd before : 

** And Greece no more was Homer's native earth, 

** Though her feven rival cities claim'd his birtli 5 

** On her feven cities he lookM down with fcorn, 

" And ownM with pride he was in Britain bom/' 

Part of the Fi RST ^NEi D of VIRGIL 

tranflated. 

ARMS and the man I fing, the fir(t who driven 
By fate from Troy, the fugitive of heaven. 
On land and fea by toils and tempelts toft, 
Came to the Latian and Lavinian coaft; 
ForcM by the Gods inceftant wars to wage, 
And urg'd by Juno's unrelenting rage j 

Ere 
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Sre he could nife bis town, and fix the God» 
le brought from Troy in Italy's abodes ; 
lence our'famM Latian line, and fcnates come, 
lence rofe the lofty walls and cowers of Rome. 

Say, Ydafcy what caufes could Co far inccnfe 
'eleftial powers, and what the dire offence 
i'hat mov*d heaven's awful emprefs to impofe, 
>n fuch a pious prince, fuch endleis woes ? 
ly fuch a round of toils fo long diftreft : 
•an rage fo fierce inflame an heavenly brcift ? 

Againft th* Italian coaft, of ancient fame 
L city dood, and Carthage was the name ; 
i Tyrian colony 5 from Tyber far, 
ich, bmve, and praftrsM in the arts of war t 
l^hich Juno far above all realms, above 
[tr ov/n dear Samos, honoured with her love t 
lere ftood her chariot, here her armour lay, 
re (lie defign'd, would deftiny give way, 
v'n then the feat of univerfal fway. 
ut of a race (he heard, that fhould deftroy 
'he Tyrian towers, a race deriv'd from Troy 5 
iHio proud in arms, triumphant by their fwords, 
liould rife in time, the world's vi^lorious lords 5 
rdain'd by fate her Libya to fubdue, 
.nd on her ruin'd empire i-aiie a new. 
'his fearM the gcddefs ; and in mind (he bore 
'he late long war her fury rais'd before 
or Greece at Troy j nor was her wrath refign'd, 
ut every caufc hung heavy on her mind. 

T Her 
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Her injurM form, and Paris' judgment roll 
Deep in her bread, and kindle all her foul t 
TV immortal honours of the ravifh'd boy $ 
And, laft, the whole deteiled race of Troy. 
With all thcfe motives fir'd, from Latium far 
She drove the relicks of the Grecian war ; 
Fate urg'd their courfe j and long they walxdcr'd o*er 
The boundlefs ocean, toft from (hore to fliore i 
So vaft the work to build fo vaft a frame^ 
And raife the glories of the Roman name. 

Scarce from Sicilia'^s fhores the (houting tnud 
Spread their broad fails,, and plowed the foamy maia^ 
When haughty Juno thus her rage expreft i 
Th** eternal wound ftill rankling ia her breaft» 

Then muft I ftop ? are all my bbours vain ? 
And muft this Trojan prince in Latium reign I 
The Fates, I find, may baffle Juno's aims ; 
And why could Pallas, with avenging flames,. 
Burn a whole navy of the Grecian fhips. 
And plunge the fcattecM Argives in the deeps ?" 
She, for the crime of Ajax, from above 
Launched through the clouds the fJcsy boks of Jov«> 
Difpcrft his fleet, and as her tempeft flew. 
Exposed the ocean *s inraoft deeps to view. 
Then, while transfixed the blafted wretch expires. 
Flames from his breaft, and fires fucceeding fires,. 
SnatchM in a whirlwind, with a fudden fhock 
She hurl'd him headlong on a pointed rock. 
But I, who move fupreme in heaven's abodes,, 
}ove'6 fifter-wife, and emprefs of the Gods,. 
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With this pne nation muft a war maintain 
So many years $ and wage that war in vain. 
And now what Aij^liants will invoke my name^ 
Adore my power, or bid my altars flame ? 

■Thus fir'd with rage the furious Goddefs flics 
To dark ^olia from the diftant ikies ; 
The native region of the ftorms (he finds. 
Where in huge gloomy caves their tyrant binds 
The bluftermg tempefts, and reluftant winds 5 
Whofe rage imperial ^olus reftrains. 
With rocky dungeons, and with heaps of chains ; 
While they, within the fpacious Hollow pent. 
Roar round the cave, and flruggle for a vent* 
From his high throne, their fury to alTwage, 
He waves his fceptre, and controls their rage t 
Or, down the void their rapid whirls had drivea 
Earth, air, and ocean, and the heights of heaven. 
But Jove, the mighty ruin to prevent. 
In gloomy caves the airy captives pent> 
O'er their wild rage the ponderous rocks he fpread. 
And hurlM huge heaps of mountains on their head ; 
And gave a king commiflion'd to reflrain, 
And curb the tenipefl, or to loofe the rein. 

Whom thus the queen addrefs'd ; Since mighty Jove 
The king of men, and fire of Gods above. 
Has given thee, ^olus, the power to raife 
Storms at thy fovereign will^ or fmooth the fcasf 
A race, I long have laboured to deftroy. 
Waft to Hefperia the remains of Troy. 

T 2 Ev'n 
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Ev'n now their navy cuts the Tbufcan flood t» 
ChargM with their exiles, and their vanqui(h*d Gods. 
Add rage to all thy winds ; overwhelm their ihipa, 
Pifperfe or drown the wctches in the deeps. 
Twice feven bright nymphs of beauteous ihape are 

mine, 
for thy rcwai-d the faireft I *1I reiign, 
And make the charming Deiopeia thine ) 
ihe, on thy bed, long bleiTmgs ihall confer. 
And make thee parent of a race like her. 

'T^ yours, great queen, reply'd the power, to kj 
The tafk, and mine to liften and pbey 5 
By you I lit a gueft with Gods above. 
And (hare the graces and the fmiles of Jove, 
Thefe realms by you, this fcfcptre £ maintain. 
And v(«ar thefe hc^ours of the ftormy rei^n. 

So fpokt th* obfequious God, and while he ^ke, 
WhirlM his vaft ^^ear, and piercM the hollow rock. 
Th* embattled teimpefts, as the -mountain rent, 
Fiew all at once impetuous through the vent. 
Earth in tlieir cuurfe with giddy whirh they fweep. 
Then plow the feas, and bare the inmoft deep. 
South, Eaft, and Weft, to fwell the tumult, roar. 
And roll vaft bilioi^^ to the diftant fhore. 
The cordage cracks j with unavailing cries 
The Trojans mourn, with fudden clouds arife. 
And ravifh from their fight the fplendors of the (kies. 
Night hovers o'er the deeps 5 the day retires j 
The heavens (hinc thick with momentary fires j 

5 Loud 
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Loud thunders (hake the poles ;.fiom every place 
Grim death appeared, and glar'd in every face. 

Congeard with fear, the Trojan hero Hands, 
He groans, and fpre^ds to heaven his lifted hands : 
Thrice Kappy thofe, whofe fate it was to fall, 
(Exclaims the chief) beneath the Trojan wall. 
Oh ! 'twas a uoble fate to die in fight, 
To die fo bravely in their parents figlit. 
Why funk I not beneath Tydides' hands. 
The braved hero of the Grecian bands ? 
Where He6tor funk beneath Achilles' fpear, 
And great Sarpedon the renown 'd in war j 
Where Simois' ftreams, encumbci'd with the (lain, 
Roird (hields, and helms, and heroes, to the main. 

Thus while be mourns, the northern blaft prevails, 
Breajcs all his oars, and rends his flying fails ; 
The prow turns round ; the galley leaves her fide 
Bare to the fury of the working tide j 
While in huge heap& the gathering furges xiit. 
And lift % liquid mountain to the (kies. 
Some hang on waves ; and fome behold the ground 
Low in the boiling deeps, and dark profound. 
Three (hatter'd galleys the ftrong fouthern blaft . 
On hidden rocks, with dreadful fury, caftj 
Th' Italians call them altars 5 for they ftood 
Sublime, and heavM their backs above tlie flood* 
Three more fierce Eurus on the Syrtes threw 
From the main fea ; and (terrible to view) 
He dafhM, and left the veiTels on the land, 
Inti^ench'd with mountains of furrounding fand. 

T 3 Struck 
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Struck by a billow, in the hero's view, 1 

From prow to ftcrn the broken galley flew, f 

Which bore Orontes, and the Lycian crew. J 

Swept off the deck, the pilot from the (hip, 
Stun'd by the ftroke, fhot headlong down the deep. 
The veffel by the furge turn'd round and round. 
Sunk by the whirling gulf devoured and drown'd. 
Some from the dark abyfs emerge again j 
Arms, planks, and treafures floating on the main. 
And now thy Ihip, Ilioneus, gives way. 
And brave Achates' vefl*el drinks the fea. 
Nor old Alethes his ftrong galley faves. 
And Abas yields to the viftorious waves. 
The ftorm diflblves their well-compa6led fides. 
Which drink at many a leak the rufhing tides. 

Mean time great Neptune from beneath the main 
Heard the loud tumults in his watery reign. 
And faw the furious temped wide around 
Work up the waters from the vaft profound. 
Then, for his liquid realms alarm'd, the God 
Lifts his high head ferenely o'er the flood $ 
Where wide difperft the Trojan fleet he fpies, 
Preft by the florms and terrors of the fkies ; 
Full well he knew his fitter's cndlefs hate. 
Her wiles and arts to fank the Trojan ftate. 
To Eurtjs and tlie weftcrn blaft he cry'd. 
Does your high birth, infpire this lawlefs pride ? 
Audacious winds 1 without a power from me^ 
To raife at will fuch mountains on the fea : 

. That 
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Thus to confound heaven, earth, the air, and niain» 

Whom I— but firft I '11 calm the waves again. 

But if you tempt my rage a fecond time, 

Know, that feme heavier vengeance waits the crime. 

Hence fly with fpeed ; from me your tyrant tell. 

That to my lot this watery empire fell. 

Bid him his rocks, your gloomy dungeons, keep j 

But leave to me the trident of the deep : 

There let him reign with undifputed power. 

And hear within his bluftering fubje£ls roar. 

He fpoke ; and fpeaking chacM the clouds away, 
Huih'd every billow, and reftor'd the day. 
Cymothoe guards the veiTels in the fhock, 
And Triton heaves them from the pointed rock. 
He with his trident difengagM the (hips. 
And clear'd the Syrtes, and composed the deeps. 
Then mounted on the radiant car he rides 
Swift o'er the feas, and fmoothly flcims the tides : 
As when fedition fires th' ignoble crowd. 
And the wild rabble ftorms and thirds for blood. 
Of ftones and brands a mingled temped flies. 
And all the fudden arms that rage fupplies : 
If fome grave fire appears am id ft the ftrife. 
In morals ftrift, and innocence of life. 
All fixM in fildnce ftand ; their fury cools j 
While his refiftlefs eloquence controls 
Their fi-antic rage, and gently calms their fouls 
So did the roaring deeps their rage compofe, 
When the great father of the fiouds arofe. 
Rapt by his fteeds, he flics in open day, 
Thf ows up the reins, and fkims the watery way« 

T 4 O* 
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A MIDST the denj the lions prey, 
•^*' SeaPd up for death the prophet kiy | 
But couch'd the hungry mongers fit. 
And fawning lick hl» facred feet j 
Swift ihot an angel from above, 
And changed their fury into love. 

As fwift did Britain's geniu* fty. 
And for. her charge ftand trembling by ; 
When Brunfwick, pious, brave, and wiic> 
Like Him the favourite of the ikies, 
Play'd with the monfter's dreadful teeth. 
And fported with the fangs of death. 
Genius of Britain, fpare thy fears. 
For know, within, our fovereign wears 
The fureft guard ; the bed defence $ 
A firm untainted innocence. 
So fweet an innocence difarms 
The fierceft rage with powerful charmt. 



The poet and SERVANT, i8i 

See I the fierce brutes thy king carefs, 
And court him with a mute addrefs j 
Well may'ft thou own his gentle fway. 
If iigcii bend^ and favages obey. 

A Di A t o G u E between a Poet and his 
Servant. 

To enter into the beauties of this fatire, it muft be re- 
membered, that flaves, among the Romans, during^ 
the feafts of Saturn, wore their m afters habits, aird 
were allowed to fay what they pleafed. 

Servant. 

O IR,— I've long waited in my turn to have 

*^ A word with you-'-but I 'm youi* humble flave. 

P. What knave is that ? my rafcal ! 

S. Sir, *tis I, 
No knave nor rafcal, but your trufty Guy, 

P. Well, as your wages ftiil are due, I '11 bear 
Your rude impertinence this time of year. 

S. Some folks are drunk one day, and fome for ever, 
Aad fome, like Wharton, but twelve years together^ 
Old Evremond, renownM for wit and dirt. 
Would change his living oftener than his (hirt ; 
Roar with the rakes of ftate a month ; and come 
To ftarve another in his hole at home. 
So rovM wild Buckingham the public je(^. 
Now fome innholdcr's, now a monarch's gueftj 

Hi* 
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His life and politics of every fhape, 
This hour a Roman, and the next an ape. 
The gout in every iinab from every vice. 
Poor Clodio hir'd a boy to throw the dice. 
Some wench for ever ; and their fms on thofcy 
By cuftom, fit as eafy as their cloaths. 
*SDme fly, like pendulums, from good to evil. 
And in that point are madder than the devil « 
for they 

P. To what will thefe wild maxims tend ? 
And where, fwcet fir, will your reflections end ? 

S. In you. 

P. In me, you knave ? make out your charge. 

S. You praife low-living, but you live at large. 
Perhaps you fcarce believe the rules you teach. 
Or find it hard to prailife what you preach. 
Scarce have you paid one idle journey down. 
But, without bufinefs, you're again in town. 
If none invite you, fir, abroad to roam. 
Then — Lord, what pleafure 'tis to read at home : 
And fip your two half-pints, with great delight. 
Of beer at noon, and muddled port at night. 
From * Encome, John comes thundering at the door, 
With " Sir, my mafler begs you to come o'er, 
** To pafs thefe tedious hours, thefe winter nights, 
** Not that he dreads invafions, rogues, or fprites." 
Strait for your two beft wigs aloud you call. 
This ftiffin buckle, that not curl'd at all, 

• The feat of John Pitt, Efq; in Dorfetfhire. 

"And 
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** And where, you rafcal, are the fpurs,'* you cry ; 

« And O ! what blockhead laid the buikins by ?** 

On your old batter'd mare you ^11 needs be gone, 

(No matter whether on four legs or none) 

Splaili, plunge, and ftumble, as you fcour the heath } 

All fwear at Morden 'tis on life or death : 

Wildly through Wareham ftreets you fcamper on, 

Raife all the dogs and voters in the town ; 

Then fly for fix long dirty miles as bad. 

That Corfe and Kingfton gentry think you mad. 

And all this furious riding is to prove 

Your high refpe^l, it feems, and eager love i 

And yet, that mighty honour to obtain, 

Banks, Shaftefbury, Doddington, may fend in vain. 

Before yeu go, we curfe the noife you make. 

And blefs the moment that you turh your back s 

As for myfclf, I own it to your face, 

I love good eating, and I take my glafs : 

But fure *tis ftrange, dear fir, that this fliould be 

In you amufement, but a fault in me. 

All this is bare refining on a name. 

To make a difference where the fault 's the fame. 

My father fold me to your fervice here. 
For this fine livery, and four pounds a year. 
A livery you fhould wear as well as I, 
And this I' 11 prove — but lay your cudgel by. 
You fcrve your pafidons — Thus, without a jeft. 
Both are but fellow-fervants at the befl. 
Yourfelf, good Sir, are play'd by your defires, 
A mere tall puppet dancing on the wires. 

P. Who, 
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P., Who, at this rate of talking^ can be bet > 
S. The brave, wife, hoseft man, and only be t 
All elfo are flaves aldce, the wofld around. 
Kings on the throne, aad beggars oa tiie ground » 
Hc> fir, is proof to grandeur, pride, or pelf. 
And (greater (Hll) is a\a(|jef oC himfelf : 
Not to-and-fro by fears and fadlioos hurrd* 
But loofe to aU the interefts of the world : 
And while that world turns round, entire a«d whole, 
He keeps the facred tenor of his £9ul i 
In every turn of fortune ftijl the fame. 
As gold unchanged, or brighter from the flsuac : 
Colle6led in himfelf, wilih godlike pride. 
He fees the darts of enyy glance a0de ; 
And, fixM like Atlas, while the tsovpeft blow. 
Smiles at the idle fterms' that roar below. 
One fuch you know, a layman, to your fbamc. 
And yet the honour of 3rour blood and name^ 
If you can Cach a chaia^er maintain, 
You too are free, and I 'm your flavc again* 

But when in Hemlkkk's piaures you delight. 
More than yourfslf, to fee tw« drunkards iight s 
*' Fool, rogue, fot, blockhead/' or fuch names are mine: 
Your's are, " a Connoi&ur,'' or " Deep Divide/* 
I *m chid for loving a luxurious bit, 
The facred prize of leaming, worth, and wit i 
And yet (bnie fell their lands tiiefe bits to buy ; 
Then, pray, who fufFers moft from luxury ? 
I 'm chid, *tis true j but tjl^en I pawn no plate, 
I ffal n9 bonds, I mortgage ao eiiate. 

Befides, 



ODE ^o JOHN PITT, Esc^j *%$ 

Befidesy high livmg> dr, iniift 'wesr y<m t)Ut 

^ith furfeitsy qualms, a fever, *or the gout. 

f fome new pleafores are yon Ml ehgrofsMy 

nd when you fave an hom:, you ^nk it io£L 

o rports, plays, races, from ^ur books you xttQ, 

nd like all company, ^xce^ your tmsu 

ou hunt, drink, flet^p, or (-i^kr Ail]} you rhyme { 

''hy ?— but to banifli thought, add murder time s 

nd yet that thought, which you discharge in vain^ 

ke a foul-loaded piece, recoils ^gain. 

P. Tom, fetch a cane, « whip, a club, a Aooc,— - 

S. For what ? 

P. A fword, a piftol, or a gun : 

11 (hoot the dog. 

S. Lord ! who would be a wit ? 

;*8 in a mad, or in a rhyming £t. 

P. Fly, fly, you rafcal, for your fpade ^nd fork } 

r once I'llTet your lazy bones to work s 

y, or I '11 fend you back, whhout a groat, 

) the bleak moiTntains Where you firft were caught. 

ODE TO JOHN PITT, E«<;^ 

Ivifing him to build a 1}flnquelting^hott(e on a hill 
that overlooks the fea. 

^ R O M this tall promontory^ brow 

You look majcftic down, 
nd fee extended wide below 
rh' horizon all your own. 

With 
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With growing pile* the vales are crownM^ 

Here hills peep over hills ; 
There the vaft iky and fea profound 

Th* increa£ng profpe^l fills. 

O bid, my friend, a firucluren'fe. 
And this huge round command ; 

Then (hat) this little point comprife 
The ocean and the land. 

Then you, like ^olus, on high^ 

From your aerial tower. 
Shall fee fecure the billows fly. 

And hear the whirlwinds roar. 
You, with a fmile, their rage defpife. 

Till fome fad wreck appears. 
And calls, from your relenting eyes. 

The fympathizing tears. 

Thus may you view, with proud dell^. 
While winds the deep deform, 

(Till human woes your grief excite) 
All nature in a ftorm. 

Majefticj^ awfid fcene ! when, hurPd 

On furgcs, furges rife, 
And all the heaving watery world 

Tumultuous mounts the ikies. 

The feas and thunder roar by turns* 

By turns the peals expire j 
The billows flafti, and aether burns 

With momentary fire. 

5 
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But lo ! the furicms tempefts ceafe^ 

The mighty rage fubfides; 
Old ocean hufti'd, in folemn peslce,. 

Has ftilPd the murmuring tides. 

Spread wide abroad, the glaiTy plain,. 

In various colours gay, 
Refle£ls the glorious fun agaln^. 

And doubly gilds the day* 

Th' horizon glows from fide to (idcj. 

And flames with glancing raysj 
The floating, trembling, filver tide. 

Is one continual blaze. 

Your eyes the profpe6l now command,. 

All uncontrcJ'd and free. 
Fly like a thought from land to land. 

And dart from fea to fea. 

Thus,, while above the clouds we fit,. 

And innocently gay, 
Pafs in amufements, wine, or wit,. 

The fultry hours away j 

Sometimes, with pity, or difdain. 

In thought a glance we throw 
Down on the poor, the proud, the vain. 

In yonder world below.. 

We fee, from this exalted feat, 

(How ihrunk, reduced, confined 1')^ 
The little perion of the great, 

As little as his mind» 

8f» 
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Sec there— amidft the crowds our view 

Some fcatter*d virtues ftnke ; 
But thofe A> thronged, and thefe fo few. 

The world looks all alike. 
Yet, through this cloud of human kmd. 

The Talbots we furvcy. 
The Pitts, the Yorks, the Seekers find. 

Who fliine in open day. 

ODE TO JOHN ?1TT, Es(^ 

On the fame fubjeft. 

^^ ' E R curious models as you rove 
^^ The vales with piles to crown, 
And great Palladio's plans improve 
With nobler of your own 5 

O bid a ftrudlure o'er the floods 

From this high mountain rife, 
Where we may fit enthron'd like gods, 

And revel in the ikies. 

Th' afcending breeze, at each repaft, 

Shall breathe an air divine. 
Give a new brightnefs to the tafte. 

New fpirit to the wine. 
Or thefe low pleafures we may quit 

For banquets more refin'd. 
The works of each immortal wit. 

The luxury of the mind. 



Plato, 
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Plato, or Boyle's, or Newton's page. 

Our towenng 'thoughts fliall raife. 
Or Homer's fire, or Pindar's rage. 

Or Virgil's lofty lays. 

Or with amufive thoughts the Sea 

Shall entertain the mind, 
While we the rolling fcene furvcy, 

An emblem of mankind. 

Where, like fworn foes, fucceflive all, ' 

The furious furges run. 
To urge their predeceffor's fall. 

Though follow'd by their own. 

Yhere, like our moderns fo profound, 

Engag'd in dark difp^te. 
The fkuttles caft their ink around 

To puzzle the difpute. 
Where /harks, like Hirewd dire£lor8, thrive* 

Like lawyers, rob at will i 
Vhere flying-fifli, like trimmers live ; 

Like foldiers, fword-flih kill. 
Vhere on the lefs the greater feed. 

The tyrants of an hour, 
rill the huge royal whale fucceed, 

And all at once devour. 
Thus in the moral world we now 

Too truly underftand, 
lach monfter of the fea below 

Is matched by one at land. 

U ON 



The tender theme of love purfues 
In fofter ftrains than thine. 

^Tis thine the pafllon to blafphemOt 
rris hcr*s with wit and eafe 

(When a mere nothing is the theme) 
Beyond thylelf to pleafe. 

Then be to her the prize decreed, 
Whofe merit has prevaiPd ; 

For what male poet cap fucceed, 
IfRochefterhat faird? 

Since Phcebus quite forgetful grows. 

And has not yet thought fit. 
In his high wifdonj, to impofe 

A falique law on vaki 
Since of your rights he takes no cai'e. 

Ye Priors, Popes, and Gays ; 
*Ti8 hard !— but let the women wcv 

The breeches and the bays. 



VER 
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VEltSES ow A FLOWERED CARPET. 
Worked by the young Ladles at Kingfton. 

^T^THEN Pallas faw the piece her pupils wrought^ 
^ ^ She ftood long wondering at the lovely draught c 
** And, Fk>ra, now (ihe cried) no more cKfplay 
Thy flowers, the trifling beauties of a day : 
For fee 1 how ibcfe with life immortal bloom. 
And fpread and flourifti for an ^ge to cornel ' 

Jn what unguarded hour did 1 impart 
To thefe fair virgins all my darling art ? 
In all my wit I faw thefe rivals (h'lDC, 
But this one art I thought was always mmes 
Yet lol I yield ; their miftrcfs now no more. 
But proud to learn from thefe I taught before* 
For look, what vegetable fenfe is here ! 
How warm with life thefe blu(hing leaves appear! 
What tempered fplendors o'er the piece are laid ! 
Shade fteals on light, and light dies into (hade. * 
Through heaven's gay bow lefs various beauties nin^ 
And far lefs briglit, though painted by th« fuB. ' ' 
See in each blooming flower what fpirit glows I 
What vivid colours flufh the opening rofel 
In fome few hours thy lily difappears ; 
But this (hall flourifli through a length of years. 
See unfelt winters pafs fucceflive by. 
And fcorn a mean dependence on the iky. 
And oh ! may Britain, by my counfels fway'd, 
IBkit livt and flourifh, till thefe flowers (hall fade t 

U a Thtn 
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Then go, fond Flora, go, the palm refign 
To work^ more fair and durable than thirte : 
For I, eyen I, in juftice yield the crown 
To works fo far fuperior to my own." 

VERSES ON A FLOWERED CARPET. 

/^ N this fair ground, with ravifti'd eyes, 

^^ We fee a fecond Eden rife. 

As gay and glorious as the firft. 

Before th' offending world was curft. 

While thcfe bright nymphs the needle guide. 

To paint the rofe in all her pride,\ 

Nature, like her, may bluih to own 

Herfelf fo far by art outdone. 

Thefe flowers (he raisM with all her care. 

So blooming, fo divinely fair ! 

The glorious children of the fun. 

That David's regal heir out-ihone. 

Were Icarce like one of thefe arrayM j 

They died, but thefe (hall never fade* 
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Ort THE ART OF PREACHING. 

A Fragment. 

In imitation of Horace's Art of Poetry. 

•* — Pendent opera intemipta.— " 

QHOULD fome fam'd hand, in this fantaftic age, 

^ Draw Rich, as Rich appears upon the ftage, 

With all his poftures, in one motley plan. 

The god, the hound, the monkey, and the man j 

Here o'er his head high brandifhing a leg, 

And there juft hatcVd, and breaking from his tgg^ 

While monfter crouds on monfter through the piece. 

Who could help laughing at a fight like this ? 

Or as a drunkard's dream together brings . 

A court of coblers, and a mob of kings 5 

Such is a fermon, where, confus'dly dajk, 

Join Hoadly, Sharp, South, Sherlock, Wake, and 

Clarke. 
$0 eggs of different pariflies will run 
To batter, wlien you beat fix yolks to one ; 
So fix bright chemic liquors if you mix. 
In one dark fliadow vanifli all the fix. 

This licence priefts and painters ever had. 
To run bold lengths, but never to run mad ; 
For thofe can't reconcile God's grace to fin. 
Nor thefe paint tigers in an afs's (kfh; 
No common dauber in one piece would Join, , - 

A fox and goofe,— unlefs upon a fign. 

U 3 Srme 
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Some ftcal a page of fenfe from Tillotfon, 
And tiieiT conchide divinely with their owa ^ 
Like oil on water mounts the prelate up, 
liis grace is always fure to be at top y 
That vein of mercury its beams will fpread. 
And fhine more ftrongly through a mine of lead.. 
Wjth fuch low arts your hearers never bilk. 
For who can bear a fuftian linM with filk? , 
Sooner than preach fuch fluff, IM walk the town,. 
Without my Icarf, in Whifton's draggled gown j. , 
Ply at the Chapter, and at Chiki'a, to read 
For pence, and bury for a groat a head. 

Some eafy lubje^t chufe, within your powcr^ 
Or you- will ne'er hold out for half an hour. 
Still to your hearers all your fermons fort j 
Who'd preach againft corruption at a court? 
Againfl church power at vifitations bawl I 
Or talk about damnation at Whiteliall ? 
Harangue jhe Horfe-guard» on ^ cure of fouls ? n 

Condemn the quirks of Chancery at the Rolk ? C 

Or rail at hoods and organs at St. Pauls ? y 

Or be, like David Jones, fo indifcreet. 
To rave at ufurers in Lombard- ilreet ? 

Begin with care, nor, like that curate vile. 
Set out in this high prancing ftumbirng ftyle ; 
** Whoever with a piercing eye can fee 
** Through the paft records ot futurity ?" 
All gape, no meaning i^-thc puft orator 
Talks much, ai>d luy» jud noiU ng for an hour. 

Twtfc 
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Truth and' the text he labours to difplay, 

Till both are quite fnteJrpretfed awiy ; 

.So frugal dames infipid water pour, 

Tili giK^n, bohefa, 6r dofFctf, are no more. 

His arguments in giddy circles run 

Still round and round, and end where they begun t 

So the poor turnfpit, as the wheel runs round. 

The more he gains, the more he lofes ground. 

No parts diftinfl, or general fcheme we find, 

-But one wild fhapelefs monfter of the mind x 

So when old Bruin teems, her children fail 

Of liml&s, foim, figure, features, head, or tail | 

Nay, though /he licks the ruins, all her cares 

Scarce mend the lumpsj and bring them but to bears. 

Ye country vicars, when you preach in town 
A turn at Paul's, to pay your journey down. 
If you would fhun the fneer of every prig. 
Lay by the little band, and rufty wig: 
But yet be fure, your proper language know^ 
Nor talk as born within the found of Bow. 
Speak not the phrafe that Drury-lanc affords^ 
Nor from Change-alley ileal a cant of words* 
Coachmen will criticife your ftyle j nay further, 
Porters will bring it in for wilful murther : 
The dregs of the canaille will look aikew. 
To heur the language of the town from you ; 
Nay, my lord mayor, with merriment pofTeft, 
Will break his nap, and laugh among the reft. 
And jog the aldermen to hear the jtft, 
• ••••* 
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An epitaph. 

InTcribed on a (lone, that covers his Father, Mother, 
and Brother. 

V^'E facred fpirits ! whiJe your friends diftrefsM 
^ Weep o'er your aihes, and lament the blefsM ; 
O let the penlive Mufe infcribe that ftone. 
And with the general forrows mix her own : 
The penfive Mufe ! — who, from this mournful hour, 
Shall raife her voice, and wake the ftring no more ! 
Of love, of duty, this laft pledge receive j 
*Tis all a brother, all a Ton can give. 



A POEM 
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A POEM on the DEATH of the late Earl 
Stanhope. Humbly infcribed to the, 
Countefs of Stanhope. 

** At lengthy grim fate, thy dreadful triumphs ceafc i 
** Lock up the tomb, and fea) the grave in peace/* 

^^ O W from thy riot of deftruftion breathe, 

*■ ^ Call in thy raging plagues, thou tyrant death s 

Too mean *8 the conqueft which thy arms beftow. 

Too mean to fweep a nation at a blow. 

^o, thy unbounded triumphs higher run« 

(Vnd feem to flrike at all mankind in one \ 

Jince Stanhope is thy prey, the great, the braTe, 

\. nobler prey was never paid the grave. 

^e feem to feel from this thy daring crime, 

\ blank in nature, and a paufe in time. 

ie flood fo high in reafon's towering fphere* 

\.s high as man unglorifyM could bear. 

xi arms, and eloquence, like Caefar, (hone 

»o bright, that each Minerva was his own. 

low could fo vaft a fund of learning lie 

»hut up in fuch a fliort mortality ? 

)ne world of fcience nobly travelled o'er, 

Jke Philij)''s glorious fon, he wept for more. 

And now, refign'd to tears, th' angelic choirs, 
ATith drooping heads, unftring their golden lyres, 
iVrapt in a cloud of grief, they figh to view 
Their facred image laid by death fo low i 

And 
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And deep in anguifh funk, on Stanhope's fate. 
Begin' to doubt their ^wn- immortal ftate*. 

But hold, my Mufe^ thy flaoumful tranfport em. 
Hold here, and lifteii to Lucin({a*8 tears. 
While thy vain forrows echo to his tonib, 
Behold a fight that ftrikes all forrow dumb : 
Behold the partner of bis cares and life, 
Bright in her tears, and beautiful in grief. 
Shall then in vain thofe ftreams of forrow flow, 
Dreft up in all the elegance of woe ? 
And (hall the kind officious^Mufe forbear 
To anfwcr figh for figh, and tell out tear for tear? 
Oh ! no ; at fuch a melancholy fcene, 
The Poet echoes back her woes again. 
$ach weeping Mofe fliould minifter relief, 
, From all the moving eloquence of grief. 
Each, like a-Niobe, his fate bemoan. 
Melt into tears, or handen into ftone. 
From dark obfcurity his virtues fave. 
And, like pale fpc6lres, hovtr round hit gmve. 
With them the marble ftiould due meaAires- keep^ 
Rflent at every figh, at every accent weej>. 

Britannia mourn thy hero, nor reftife 
To vent the fighs and forrows with the Mufe : 
Oh ! let thy vifuig groans load every wind. 
Nor let one lluggifh accent lag behind. 
Thy heavy fate with juftice to d&piore. 
Convey a gale of fighs from fliore* to /hore. 
And thou, her guardian angel, widely fpread 
Thy golden wiivgs, and fiiitid the mighty- dead. 



Ok the Dsatr of Earl Stanho^te. »5^ 
od o>r hi* afiies, and illaftrious duft, 
I footb with care the venerable ghoft. 
^ard the nobler rclicks, leave a while 

kind prote^on of thy favourite iflc : 
und his dlent tomb, thy Aation keep, 
I, with thy fiftcr- angel, learn to weep, 
e Tons of Albion, o'er yowr patriot mourn, 
I cool with ftreams of tears his facred urn. 
wondrous virtues, ftretch'd to diftant (hores, 
land all Europe's tears, as well as yours, 
jre can't bring in every period forth, 
nifbM hero, of exalted worth, 
ofc godlike genius, towering and fubliroe, 
\ long lie ripening in the womb of time: 
>re a Stanhope enters on the ftage, 

birth of years, and labour of an age. 
eld, and council, born the palm to iliare, 
voice a fenate, as his fword a war : 
I each illuftrious a£{ion of his life, 
fpire to form the patriot, and the chief t 
either fide, unite their blended rays, 

kindly mingle in a friendly blaze, 
and out, and witnefs this, unhappy Spain, 
up to view the mountains of thy flainj 

how thy heroes yielded to their fear, - 

?n Stanhope rouzM the thunder of the war j 
h what fitrce tumults of fevcre delight 
impetuous hero pliir.gM into the fight. 

he the dreadful front of dfa>h ('cfacM, 

\l on the foe, and laid ihe battle wafte. 
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Did not his arm the ranks of war deforniy 

And point the hovering tumult where to flonn ? 

Did not his fword through legions cleave his way. 

Break their dark fquadrons, and let in the day ? 

Did not he lead the terrible attack, 

Pu(h conqueft on, and bring her bleeding back ? 

Throw wide the fcenes of horror and defpair. 

The tide of conflift, and the ftream of war ? 

Bid yellow Tagus, who in triumph roird. 

Till then his turbid tidea of foaming gold, 

Boaft his rich channels to the world no more, ^ 

Since all his glittering ftreams, and liquid ore,. > 

Lie undiftinguifliM in a flood of gore. 3 

Bid his chargM waves, and loaded billows fweep. 

Thy (laughterM thoufands to the frighted deep. 

Confcfs, fair Albion, how the liftening throng 

Dwelt on. the moving accents of his tongue. 

In the fage council feat him, and confefs 

Thy arm in war, thy oracle in peace : 

How here triumphant too, his nervous fenfe 

Bore off the palm of manly eloquence: 

The healing balm to Albion^s wounds apply'd. 

And charmed united fa£lions to his fide : 

Fix'd on his fovereign^s head the nodding crown. 

And prop'd the tottering bafis of the throne, ' 

Supported bravely all the nation's weight. 

And flood the public Aths of the ftate. 

Sound the loud trumpet, let the folemn knell 
Bid with due horror his great foul farewel. 

5 I Tunc 
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"ane every martial inftrument with care, 
Lt once wake all the harmony of war. 
et each fad hero in proceiHon go. 
Old fwell the vaft folemnity of woe. 
egleft the yew, the mournful cyprefs leave, 
ind with frefh laurels ftrew the warrior^s grave, 
'here they (hall rife, in honour of his name, 
rrow green with vi6?ory, and bloom with fame. 

Lo ! from his azure throne, old father Thames 

ghs through his floods, an4 groans from all his dreams s 

'er his full urn he droops his reverend head, 

.nd finks down deeper in his oozy bed, 

.s the fad pomp proceeds along his fides, 

►'ercharg'd with forrow, pant his heaving tides. 

ow in his humid palace laid to mourn, 

i/'ith flreams of tears, the God fupplies his yrn. 

/'ithin his channels he forgets to flow, 

.nd pours o^er all his bounds the deluge of his woe. 

But fee, my Mufe, if yet thy ravifh'd fight 
an bear that blaze, that ru filing fheam of light ^ 
There the great hero's difencumberM foul, 
>rings from the earth, to reach her native pole, 
oldly (he quits th' abandoned cafk of clay, 
reed from her chains, and towers th* aethereal way : 
)ars o'er th' eternal funds of hail and fnow, 
nd leaves heaven's ftormy magazines below, 
hence through the vaft profound of heaven fhe flies, 
nd meafures all the concave of the fkies : 
es where the planetary worlds advance, 
•b above orb, and lead the ftarry dance. 

Nor 
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Nor refts (he there, but, with a bolder flight, 
E^xplores the undifcovcr'd realms of light. 
Where the fix''d orbs, to deck the fpangled pole. 
In ftate around their gaudy axles roll. 
Thence his afpiring courfe in triumph fteers. 
Beyond the golden circles of the fpheres ; 
Into the heaven of heavens, the feat divine, 
Where nature never drew her mighty line. 
A region that excludes all time and place, 
And fhuts -creation from th' -unboimded fpace: 
Where the full tides of light in oceans flow. 
And fee the fun ten thoufand worlds below. 
So far from our inferior orbs disjoin'*d. 
The tirM imagination pants behind. 
Then ceafe thy painful flight, nor venture more. 
Where never Mufe has ftretch^d her wing before. 
Thy pinions tempt immortal heights in vain, 
That throw thee fluttering back to earth again. 

On earth a while, bleft (hade, thy tho\ights employ, 
And fteal one moment from eternal joy. 
While there, in heaven, immortal fongs infpire J 

Tfiy golden ftrings, and tremble on the lyre, V 

Which raife to nobler flrains th' angeKc choir* ) 

Look down with pity on a mortal's lays, 
Who ftrives, in vain, to reach thy boundlefs pralfe: 
Wlio with low verfe profanes thy facred name. 
Loft in the ^reading circle of thy fame. 
Thy fame, which, like thyfelf, is mounted high. 
Wide as thy heaven, and lofty as thy (ky. 

45 ' Afl^ 
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And thou, his pious confort, here below, 
.avifli of grief, and prodigal of woe : 
>h ! choak thy griefs, thy rifing fighs fuppre(«, 
lor let thy forrows violate his peace, 
["his rage of angiiifh, that difdains relief, 
)iBfi8 his bright joys, v/ith ibme allay of grief. 
.odk on his deareft pledge, he left behind, 
Lnd fee how Nature, bountiful and kind, 
tamps the paternal image on his mind. 
)h ! may th' hereditary virtues run 
n fair fuccefHon, to adorn the fon i 
The laft beft hopes of Albion's realms to grace, 
Uid form the hero worthy of his race : 
ome means at laft by Britain may be feund, 
To dry her tears, and clofe her blsedfng wound* 
Ksid if the Mufe through future times eim fee, 
^air youth, thy father fhall revive id th<e< 
rhou fhalt the wondering nation's hopes engage. 
To rife the Stanhope of the future age. 
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EPITAPH ON Dr. KEIL, 

The late famous Aftrologer. 

TJENEATH this ftonc the world's Juft wonder lies, " 

-■-' Who, while on earth> had rang'd the fpacious ikiesj 

Around the ftars his active foul had flown, 

And feen their courfes finifli'd ere his own : 

Now he enjoys thofe realms he could explore, 

And finds that heaven he knew To well before. 

He thropgh more worlds his vi£lory purfued 

Than the brave Greek could wifh to have fubdued; 

In triumph ran one vaft creation o'er. 

Then flop'd,— for Nature could afford no more. 

With Caefar's fpeed, young Ammon*8 noble pride, 

He came, faw^ vanquifh'd, virept, retum'd, and died. 
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VIDA's ART OF POETRY. 

To the Right Honourable PHILIP, Earl Stanhope^ 
Vifcount Mahon, and Baron Elvaston, thia 
Tranflation is dedicated, by his Lordfliip's humbU 
Servant and Chaplain, 

Christopher Pitt. 

BOOK I. 

/^ I VE mc, ye facred Mufes, to impart 
^^ The hidden fecrets of your tunehil art | 
Give me your awful myfteries to fing. 
Unlock, and open wide, your facred fpringj 
While from his infancy the Bard I lead. 
And fet him on your mountain's lofty head } 
Pire£l his courfe, and point him out the road 
To fing in epic fti-ains an hero or a God* 

What youth, whofe generous bofom pants for praife^ 
Will dare with me to beat thofe arduous ways ? 
Or high PamalTus* painful fteeps to go. 
And leave the groveling multitude below t 
Where the glad Mufes iing, and form the choir. 
While bright Apollo ftrikes the filver lyre. 
Approach thou firft, great Francis, nor refufe 
To pay due honours to the facred Mufe j 
While Gallia waits for thy aufpicious reign, 
•Till age compleats the monarch in the man j 
Meantime the Mufe may bring fome froall relief. 
To charm thy anguifli, and fufpend thy grief | 

X While 
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While guilty fortune's ftern decrees detain 

Thee and thy brother in the realms of Spain | 

Far, far tranfported from your native place. 

Your country's, father's, and your friend's embrace! 

Such are the terms the cruel Fates impofe 

On your great father, ftruggling.with his woes,. 

Such are their hard conditions :— They require 

The fons* to purchafe, and redeem the fire. 

But yet, brave youth, from grief, from tears abftain, 

Fate may relent, and heaven grow mild again j 

At laft perhaps the glorious d^y.may come, 

Thef day tjiat brings our royal exile home ; 

"When, to thy native realms in peace reftor'd. 

The ravifl\'d crowds ihall hail their paffing lord j 

When each tranfported city fliall rejoice. 

And nations blefs thee with a public voice ; 

To the throng'd fanes the matrons (hall repair ; 

Abfolve their vowe, and breathe their fouls in prayer, 

7*iU then, let every Mufe engage thy love. 

With me at large o'er high Parnaflus rove, 

Range every bower, and fport in every grove. 

Firft then obferve, that verfe is ne'er con fin'd 
To on^ fixt meafure, or deterroin'd kind ; 
Though at its birth it fung the Gods alone. 
And then religion claim'd it for her own j 
In facred drains addrefs'd the deity. 
And fpokea language, worthy of the iky ; 
New themes fucceeding Bards began to chufe, 
And i|i a wider field «ngag'd the Mufe j 

The 
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The common bulk of fubjefts to reheaife 

In all the rich varieties of verfc. 

Yet none of all with equal honours fhine 

(But thofe which celebrate the power divirre)- 

To thofe ^exalted naeafirres, which declare 

The deeds of heroes, and the fons of war. ' 

From heace poikrity the name bcftow'd 

On this rich prefent of the Delphic God ^ 

Fame fays, Phaemonoe in this meafure gave 

Apollo's anfwei's from the Pythian cave. 

But ere you write, confult your ftrength, and chu^ 
A theme proportioned juftly to your Mufe. 
For though in chief thefe precepts are beftow'd 
On him who iings an hero or a God ; 
To other themes their general ufe ^tends. 
And ferves in different views to different ends.- 
Whether the lofty Mufe with tragic rage 
Would proudly flalk in bufkins on the flage ^ 
Or in foft elegie^cur pity move, 
And (hew the youth in all the dames of love f 
Or fing the fhepherd's woes in humble f^rainsy 
And the low humours of contending fwains s 
TJsefe faithful rules fhall guide the Bard along 
In- every meafure,^ argument, and fong. 

Befure (wliatever you propofe to write) 
Let the chief motive be your own delight, 
And well-weiglrd choicej-— a tafk injoin'drefufc^ \ 
Unlefs a monarch fhould command your Mare,. 
(If we may hope thofe golden times to fee, 

Wlien Bards become the care of nwiefty f) 

X » Fret 
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Free and fpontineous the fmooth numbers glide. 
Where choice determines, and our wills prefide ; 
But, at command, we toil with fruitlefs pain. 
And drag th* involuntary load in vain. 

Nor, at its birth, indulge your wama defire. 
On the firft glimmering of the facred fire j 
Defer the mighty ca(k ; and weigh your power 
And every part in every view explore ; 
And let the theme in different profpe^ls roll 
Deep in your thoughts, and grow into the foul. 

But ere with fails unfurlM you fly away. 
And cleave the bofom of the boundlefs fea $ 
A fund of words and images prepare. 
And lay the bright materials up with care. 
Which, at due time, occaiion may produce. 
All rang'd in order for the Poef s ufe. 
Some happy objefls by meer chance are brought 
From hidden caufes to the wandering thought ; 
Which if once loft, you labour long in vain 
To catch fh' ideal fugitives again. 
Nor muft I fail their condu6l to extol. 
Who, when they lay the bafis of the whole. 
Explore the antients with a watchful eye. 
Lay all their charms and elegancies by. 
Then to their ufe the precious fpoils apply. 

At firft without the leaft reftraintxonnppiis. 
And mould the future poem into profe ; 
A full and proper feries to maintain. 
And draw the juft connexion in a chain { 
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dated bounds your progrefs to control^ 
join the parts, and regulate the whole. 
Vnd now 'tis time to fpread the opening faiU 
de to the wanton winds and flattering gales j 
s time we now prefcribe the genuine laws 
raife the beauteous fabrick with applaufrj 
: ^ft fome method requifite appears 
form the boy, and mould his tender years* 
vain the Bard the facred wreath purfues, ' 

lefs train'd up and feafon'd to the Mufe, 
m as the prattling innocent (hall reach 
the firft ufe and rudiments of fpcech, 
n then, by Helicon he ought to rove, 
n then the tuneful Nine (hould win his lore 
juft degrees.— But make his guide your choice 
• his chafte phrafc and elegance of voice ; ^ 

at he at firft fuccefsfully may teach 
e methods, laws, and difcipline of fpeech j 
k the young charge, miftaking right and wrong, 
th vitious habits prejudice his tongu^, 
bits, whofe fnbtle feeds may mock your art, 
d fpread their roots and poifon through his heart* 
lence none (hall move me to approve the wretch, 
lo wildly borne above the vulgar reach, 
d big with vain pretences to impart 
\ (hows of leaming, and a depth of art, 
' fenfe th' impertinence of terms affords } 
idle cant of formidable words ; 
e pride of pedants, the delight of fools y , 

e vile difgrace, and lumber of the ichools t 
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In vain the cincling youths, a blooming throng, 

Dwell on th' eternal jargon of his tongue. 

Deluded fools !— The fame is their miftake, 1 

Who atihe limpid ftreara their thirft may flake, > 

Yet chooie the tainted waters of the lake. J 

Let no fuch peft approach the bboming care. 

Deprave his ftyle, and violate his ear ; 

But far, oh far, to fonie remoter place 

Drive the vile wretch to teach a barbarous race. 

Now to the Mufe^s ftream the pupil bring. 
To drink large draughts of the Pierian fpring ; 
And from his biith the facred Bard adore, 
Nurft by the Nine* on Mincio's flowery (bore } 
And a(k the Gods his mimbers to infpire. 
With like invention, roajefty, and fire. 
He reads Afcanius^ deeds with equal flame. 
And longs with him to run at nobler game. 
For youths of ages paft he makes his moan. 
And. Yearns to pjty years fo like his own j 
Which with too fwift, and too fevere a doom. 
The fate of war bad hurried to the tomb. 
His «yes, for Pallas, and for Laufus, flow. 
Mourn with their fires, and weep another^s woe. 
But when £uryalu«, in all his charms. 
Is fnatchM by fate from his dear mother^s arms. 
And as he rolls in death, the purple flood 
Streams out, and flains his fnowy limbs with blood. 
His foul the pangs of generous forrow pierce, 
And a new tear fteals out at every verfe. 

7 Meat 
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Mean fifhe Hvith bolder Kteps the youth proceeds 
And the Grehk Poets m fucceffion reads > 
Seafons'to either tongoe his tender ears j 
Compares Hhe heroes glorious chancers ; 
SeeSy'lio*^ JEneas is hFmfelf alone, 
The draught^of iPcleos' and Laertes* fon 5 
How, by the l^oet's art, in one, confpire 
Ulyfles' coridiift, and Achilles' fire. 

But now, young Bard, with ftrift attention hear. 
And driiik my precepts in at either ear 5 
Since mighty crowds of Poets you may find. 
Crowds of the Grecian and Aufonian kind, 
JLeam hence what Bards to quit or to purAie, 
To (hun the falfe, and to embrace the true; 
Nor is it hard to cull each noble piece. 
And point out evCry glorious fon of GreccC| 
Above whoie numbers Homer fits on high> 
And fhines fupreme in diftant majefty ; 
Whom wfth a reverent eye the reft regard, 
And owe their raptures to the fovereign Bard ; 
Through him the Goid their panting fouls infpiresy 
Swells every breaft, and warms with all his fires. 
Bleft were the Poets with the hallowM rage, 
Train'd up in that and the fucceeding age t 
As to his time each Poet nearer drew. 
His fpreading fame in juft proportion grew. 
By like degrees the next degenerate race 
Sunk from the height of honour to difgrace. 
And now the fame of Greece extinguifhM lies. 
Her ancient language with her glory dies'. ^' 

X.4 Her 
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Her baBiihM princes mourn their ravi(h*d erownsy 
Driven from their old hereditary thrones | 
Her drooping natives rove o>r worlds unknown. 
And weep their woes in regions not their own ; 
She feels through all her Aates the dreadful blow. 
And mourns the fury of a barbarous foe,^ 

But when our Bards brought o>r th* Aonian maids 
From their own Helicon to Tyber^s fliades ; 
When firft they fettled on Hefperia^s plains. 
Their numbers ran in rough unpolifhM drains. 
Void of the Grecian art their meafures flowed j 
Pleased the wild fatyrs, and the fylvan crowd. 
Low (hrubs and lofty forefts whilom rung. 
With uncouth verfe, and antiquated fong ; 
Nor yet old Ennius fung in artlefs drains, 
Fights, arms, and hods embattePd on the plains. 
Who fird afpir'd to pluck the verdant crown 
From Grecian heads, and fix it on his own. 
New wonders the fucceeding Bards explore. 
Which flept conceard in nature's womb before $ 
Her awful fecrets the bold Poet fings. 
And fets to view the principles of things $ 
Each part was fair, and beautiful the whole. 
And every line was ne6^ar to the foul. 
By fuch degrees the verfe, as ages roird. 
Was dampt to form, and took the beauteous mould. 
Aufonia^s Bards drew od" from every part 
The barbarous dregs, and civilizM the art* 
Till, like the day, all diining and ferene. 
That drives the clouds, and clears the gloomy fcene, 
7 Refines 
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defines the air, and brightens up the ikiet, 
)cc the majeftic head of Virgil rife 5 
^hoebus' undoubted fon '.—who clcart the nift 
>f the rough ancients, and fliakes off their duft* 
le on each line a nobler gn^fig beftowM j 
le thought, and fpoke in e^fy word a god. 
To grace this mighty Bard, ye Mufes, bring 
four choiceft flowers, and rifle all the fpring 5 
lee ! how the Grecian Bards, at diflance thrown, 
Vith reverence bow to this diftinguifli'd fon j 
mmortal founds his golden lines impart, 
^nd nought can match his genius but his art. 
^v*n Greece turns pale, and trembles at his fame, 
Vhich fliades the luftre of her Homer^s name. 
Fwas then Aufonia faw her language rife 
n all its ftrength and glory to the flues i 
uch glory never could flie boaft before, 
lor could fucceeding Poets make it more, 
rom that bled period the poetic ftate 
Lan down the precipice of time and fate ; 
Regenerate fouls fucceed, a wretched train, 
Lnd her old fame at once drew back again, 
ine, to his genius trufts, in every part, 
ind fcorns the rules and difcipline of art. 
^hile this, an empty tide of found affords, 
Lnd roars and thunders in a ftorm of words, 
ome, muilcally dull, all methods try 
o win the ear with fweet ftupidity ; 
nruffled drains for folid wit difpenfe, 
.nd give us numbers, when we call for (en/e. 

Tin 
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Till from th' Hefperian plains and Tyber chac'd. 

From Rome the banifhM iifters ^ed at laft ; 

Driven by the barbarous nations, who from far 

Burft into Latium with a tide of war. 

Hence a vaft (Change of ^Mr old manners fprung. 

The flave«"were forcM ttfljpeak their matter's tongue j 

Ko honours now were paid the facred Mufe, 

But all were bent on mercenary views; 

Till t'itiura faw with joy th' Aonian train 

By the gfeat Medici reftor'd again ; 

Th' illuftrious Medici, of Tufcan race, 

Were born to eherifli learning in difgrace, 

New*iife on eveiy fcience to bcftow. 

And lull* the cries of Europe in her woe. 

With pity they beheld thofe turns of fate. 

And prop'd the ruins of the Grecian ftate j 

For left her wit fhould perifli with her fame. 

Their care fupportcd ftill the Argive name 5 

They call'd th' afpiring youths from diftant part). 

To plant Aufonia with the Grecian a^ts j 

To bade in eafe, and fcience to difRife, 

And to reft6re the empire of the Mufe 5 

They fent to raVag'd provinces with care. 

And cities wafted by the rage of war. 

To buy the ancients works, of deathlefs fame. 

And fnatch th' immortal labours from the flame j 

To which the foes had doomM each glorious piece^ 

Who reign and lord it in the realms of Greece. 

(But we, ye Gods, would raife a foreign lord. 

As yet untaught to iheath the civil fword !) 

Through 
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Through many a period this has been the iiit^/ 
Vnd this, -the lift of the poetic Atte. 

Hence facred Virgil from thy ibul adore 
Ibove the reft, and to thy i^tmoft .power 
^urfue the glorious paths he ftruck before, 
f he fupplics not all your wants, . perufe 
rh^ immortal "ftrains of each Auguftan Mufe. . 
There ftop — nor raflily ftek to know the reft^ 
Jut drive the dire ambition from thy breaft. 
Till riper years and judgment form ihy thoug^htt 
To mark their beauties, and avoid their faults. 

Mean time, ye parents, with attention hear, 
Vnd thus advisM exert your utmoft care : 
The blamelefs tutor from a thoufand choofe, 
)ne from his feul devoted to the Mufe^ 
Vho, pleas'd the tender pupil to improve, - ; 

Regards, and loves him with a father^s love, 
fouth, of itfelf to numerous ills betray'd, 
Requires a prop, and wants a foreign aid j 
Jnlefs a matter's rules his mind incline 
To love and cultivate the faored Nine, 
lis thoughts a thoufand obje^s will employ^ 
Lnd from Parnaflfus lead the wandeiing boy. 
o trufts the Twain, the faplings to the earth ; . 
o hopes in time to fee the fpn>uting births 
Lgainft the winds defenfive props he forms, 
^o (hield the future foreft from the ftorms, 
"hat each imboldenM plant at length may r'tk 
(1 verdant pride, and fhoot into the Kkiet* 
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But let the guide, if e>r he would improve 
His charge, avoid his hate, and win his love ; 
I^ft in his rage wrong meafures he may take. 
And loath the Mufes for the teacher*s fake. 
His foul. then flackenM from her native force. 
Flags at the barrier, and forgets the courfe. 
Nor by your anger be the youth o'cr-aw'd. 
But fcom th' ungenerous province of the rod ; 
Th' offended Mufes never can fuftain 
To hear the (hriekings of the tender train. 
But ftung with grief and anguifh hang behind j 
Damp'd is the fprightly vigour of the mind. 
The boy no daring images infpire. 
No bright ideas fet his thoughts on fire ; 
He drags on heavily th' ungrateful load. 
Grown obftinately dull, and feafonM to the rod. 

I know a pedant, who to penance brought 
His trembling pupils for the lightell fault ; 
His foul tranfported with a ftorm of ire. 
And all the rage that malice could infpire : 
Py turns the torturing fcourges we might hear. 
By turns the flirieks of wretches flunM the ear. 
Still to my mind the dire ideas rife. 
When rage unufual fparkled in his eyes ; 
When with the dreadful fcourge infulting ]oud» 
The tyrant terrify'd the blooming crowd j 
A boy the faireft of the frighted train. 
Who yet fcarce gave the promife of a man^ 
Ah, difmal obje^l ! idly pad the day 
In all the thoughtlefs innocence of play i 
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Vhen lo ! th* imperious wretch inflam*d with rage, 
*iercey and regardlefs of his tender age, 
Vith fury ftorms 5 the fault his clamours urge s 
[is hand high- waving brandifties the fcourge. 
"cars, vows, and prayers, the tyrant's ears aflail ; 
n vain ;— nor tears, nor vows, nor prayers prevail, 
"he trembling innocent from deep defpair 
icken'd, and breathM his little foul in air. 
or him, beneath his poplar, mourns the Po ; 
or him the tears of hoary Serins flow I 
or him their tears the watery fifters fhed, 
^ho lov'd him living, and deplored him dead 1 
'he furious pedant, to reftrain his rage, 
bould mark th' example of a former age 5 
low fierce Alcides, warm'd with youthful ire, 
'aih'd on his matter's front his vocal lyre, 
ut yet, ye youths, confefs your matter's fway, 
jf)d their commands implicitly obey. 
Whoever then this arduous talk purfues, 
o form the Bard, and cultivate the Mufe, 
s% him by fofter means, and milder ways, 
/'arm bis ambition with tii^ love of praife ; 
)on as his precepts (hall engage his heart, 
nd fan the rifing fire in every part, 
ght is the tafk $— for then the eager boy 
irfues the voluntary toil with joy 5 
ifdains th' inglorious indolence of reft, 
nd feeds th' immortal ardour in his breatt. 
And here the common pra6lice of the fchoolt 
f known experience juttifi^ my rules. 

The 
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The youtlu ia fbcial Hudies to engage j 

For then the rivals burn with generous rage. 

Each foul the (lings,of emulation raife,. 

And every little bofom beats for praife. 

But gj^fts proposed will urge them bed to rife 3 

Fir'd at the glorious profpeft of a prize. 

With noble jealoufy, the blooming Bard 

Reads, labours^ glows, and ftiains for the reward ^ 

Fears left |iit happy rival win the race. 

And raife a triumph on his own difgrace. 

But when once feafon'd to the rage divine. 
He loves.and courts the raptures of the Nine ; 
The fenfe of glory, and. the love of fame^ 
Serve but as fecond motives to the flame j 
The thrilling pleafure all the Bard fubdues, 
Lock'd in the llrift embraces of the Mufe. 
See ! when harlh parents force the youth to quit. 
For meaner arts, the dear delights of wit. 
If e'er the wonted warmth his thoughts infpire. 
And with paft pleafures fet his mind on £re ; 
How from his foul he longs, but longs in vain. 
To haunt the groves and purling ftreams again !. 
No ftern commands of parents can control. 
No force can check the failles of his fouL 
So burns the courfer feafon'd to the rein, n 

That fpies his females on a diftant plain, r 

And longs to a5l his pleafures o'er again. ^ 

Fir'd with remembrance of his joys, he bounds. 
He foams and ftrives to reach the well-known grounds; 

The. 
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The goring fpurs his furious flames improve^ 
And rouze within hinfi all the rage of love j 
PlyM with the fcourge he ftill neglefls hjs hadl^i 
And moves reluftant, when he moves at laft j 
Reverts his eye, regrets the diftant mare ; 
And neighs- impatient for the dappled fair. 

How oft the youth would long to change his fate^ 
Who high advancM to all the pomp of ftate, 
With grief his gawdy load of grandeur views^ 
Loft at too high a diftance from the Mufe ! 
How oft he fighs by warbling ftreoms to rove. 
And quit the palace for the fliady grove ! 
How oft ift Tybur"'s cold retreats to lye, ^ 

And gladly ftoop to chearful poverty, > 

Beneath thet rigor of the wintery fl«y ! -^ 

But yet how many curfe their fruitlefs toil. 
Who turn and cultivate a barren foil ? ' 

This, eVe too late, the mafter may divine^ 
By a fure omen, and a certain fign ; 
The hopeful youth, determined by his choice^ 
Works without precept, and prevents advice, 
Confults his teacher, plies his lafk with joyj 
And a quick fenfe of glory fires the boy. 
He challenges th« croud ;— the conqueft o'er. 
He ftruts away the victor of an hour. 
Then vanquifh'd in his turnj o'erwheImM with care, ' 
He weeps, he pines, he fickens with defpair^ 
Nor looks his little rivals in the face. 
But flies for flielter to fome lonely place, 
To mourn his fliabie^ and cover his difgrace. - 

His 
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His mafter^t frowns impatient to fuftain^ 
Strait he returns, and wins the day again. 
This is the boy his better fates defign 
To rife the future darling of the Nioe ; 
For him the Mufes weave the facred crown. 
And bright Apollo claims him for his own. 
Not the leaft hope th* una6live youth can raifb. 
Dead to the profpe^l, and the fenfe of praife j 
Who your juft rules with dull attention hears. 
Nor lends his underdanding, but his ears, 
RefoWd his parts in indolence to keep. 
He lulls his drowfy faculties aileep } 
The wretch your beft endeavours will betray. 
And the fuperfiuous care is thrown away. 

I fear for him, who ripens ere his prime i 
For all produ£lions there 's a proper time. 
Oh I miy no apples in the fpring appear. 
Out-grow the feafons, and prevent the year. 
Nor mellow yet, till autumn ftains the vine. 
And the full preffes foam with floods of wine. 
Tom from the parent-tree too foon, they lie 
Trod down by every fwain who pafles by. 

Nor (hould the youth too ftri6lly be confin'd, 
*Tis fometimes proper to unbend his mind $ 
When tir'd with (ludy, let him feek the plains, 
Ai^d mark the homely humours of the fwains j 
Or pleas'd the toils to fpread, or horns to wind. 
Hunt the fleet mountain -goat, or foreft-hind. 
Mean time the youth, impatient that the day 
Should pafs in pleafures unimproved away. 

Steals 
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Steals from the flioutlng crowd, and quits the plains* 

To fing the fylvan Gods in rural drains { 

Or calls the Mtifes to Alhunea's fliades. 

Courts, and enjoys, the vifionary maids. 

So labourM fields, with crops alternate bleft. 

By turns lie fallow, and indulge their reft j 

The Twain contented bids the hungry foil 

Enjoy a fweet viciflitude from toil ; 

Till earth renews her genial powers to bear. 

And pays his prudence with a bounteous year. 

On a ftri£l view your folid judgment frame. 
Nor think that genius is in all the fame ; 
How oft the youth, who wants the facrcd fire. 
Fondly miftakes for genius his dcfire ? 
Courts the coy Mufes, though rejected ftill. 
Nor nature feconds his mifguided will : 
He ftrives, he toils with unavailing care 5 
Nor heaven relents, nor Phoebus hears his prayer. 
He with fuccefs, perhaps, may plead a caufe. 
Shine at the bar, and flourifh by the laws j 
Perhaps difcover nature's fecret fprings. 
And bring to light th" originals of things. 
But fometimes precept will fuch force impart. 
That nature bends beneath the power of art. 

Befides, 'tis no light province to remove 
From the raih boy the fiery pangs of love j 
Till, ripe in years, and more confirmed in age. 
He learns to bear the flames of Cupid's rage j 
Oft hidden fires on all his vitals prey, 
Devour the youth, and melt his foul away 

Y By 
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By flow degrees; blot out his golden dreams. 

The tuneful poets, and Caftalian ftreams ; 
Struck with a fecret wound, he weegis and (igh$ ; 
In every thought the darling phantoms rife; 
The fancyM charmer fwims before his iight. 
His theme all day, his vifion all the night: 
The wand(?ring objeft takes up ail his care. 
Nor can he quit th' imaginary fair. 
Mean time his fire, unconfcions of his pain, 
Applie$ the tempcr'd medicines in vain j 
The plague, fo deeply rooted in his heart. 
Mocks every flight attempt of Paean's art; 
The flames of Cupid all his breaft infpire. 
And in the lover's quench the poet's fire. 

When in his riper years, without control. 
The Nine have took pofTeffion of his foul 5 
When, facred to their god, the crown he wears. 
To other authors let him bend his cares j 
Confult their ftyles, examine every part. 
And a new tin6Vnre take from every ait. 
Firft ftudy Tully's language and his fenfc. 
And range that boundlefs field of eloquence. 
Tully, Rome's other glory, ftill afl:ords 
The beft exprcflions and the richeft words j 
As high o'er all in eloquence he (lood. 
As Rome o'er all the nations Ihe fubdued. 
Let him read men and manners, and explore 
The fite and diftances from /bore to (horc j 
Then let him travel, or to maps repair. 
And fee imagin'd cities rifing there ^ 

Range 
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Range with his eyes the earth's fiflitious ball. 
And pafs o'er figur'd worlds that grace the wall. 
Some ia the bloody,ihoclc of arms appear. 
To paint the native horrors of the war j 
Through charging hofts ihey rufti before they write. 
And plunge in all the tumult of the fight. 
But fmce our lives, contra6led in their date 
By fcanty bounds and circumfcrib'd by fate. 
Can never launch through all the depths of arts, 
Ye youths, touch only the material parts ; 
There flop your labour, there your fearch control. 
And draw from thence a notion of the whole. 
From diftant climes when the rich merchants come. 
To bring the wealth of foreign regions home j 
Content the friendly harbours to explore. 
They. only touch upon the winding fhorej 
Nor with vain labour wander up and down 
To view the land, and vifit every town 5 
That would but call them from their former road, 
To fpend an age in banifhment abroad $ 
Too late returning from the dangerous main. 
To fee their countries and their friends again. 

Still be the facred poets your delight. 
Read theni by day, confult them in the night 5 
From thofe clear fountains all your raptures bring. 
And draw for ever from the Mufes' fpring. 
But let your fubjeft in your bofom roll. 
Claim every thought, and draw in all the foul. 
That conftant object to your mind difplay, 
Your toil all night, your labour all the day. 

Y % I need 
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I need not all the rules of verfe difclofe. 
Nor how their various meafures^ to difpofe ; 
The tutor here with eafe his charge may guide 
To join the parts and numbers, or divide. 
Now let him words to ftated laws fubmit. 
Or yoke to meafures, or reduce to feet } 
Now let him foftly to himfelf rehearfe 
His firft attempts and rudiments of verfe j 
Fix on thofe rich exprcflions his regard 
To ufe made facred by fome ancient bard; 
Toft by a different guft of hopes and fears. 
He begs of heaven an hundred eyes and ears. 
Now here, now there, coy nature he purfues. 
And takes one image in a thoufand views. 
He waits the happy moment that affords 
The nobleil thoughts, and moft exprefHve words. 
He brooks no dull delay ) admits no reft ; 
A tide of paffion druggies in his breaft; 
Round his dark foul no clear ideas play. 
The moft familiar objects glide away. 
All fixt in thought, aftonifti'd he appears. 
His foul examines, and confults his ears | 
And racks his faithlefs memory, to find 
Some traces faintly iketchM upon his mind. 
There he unlocks the glorious magazine. 
And opens every faculty within ; 
Brings out with pride their intellectual fpoils. 
And with the noble treafure crowns his toils $ 
And oft* meer chance (hall images difplay, 
That ftrike his mind engag*d a different way. 

Still 
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Still he perfifts ; regrets no toil nor pain, 

And dill the tafk, he tried before in vain. 

Plies, with unweary'd diligence again. 

For oft* unmanageable thoughts appear, 

That mock his labour, and delude his care ; 

Th' impatient bard, with all his nerves apply'd. 

Tries all the avenues on every fide ; 

RefolvM and bent the precipice to gain ; 

Though. yet he labours at the rock in vain $ 

By his own ftrength and heaven, with conqueft grac''d9 

He wins th* important victory at lad ; 

Stretch'd by his hands the vanquifhVi monfter lies. 

And the proud triumph lifts him to the fkies. 

But when ev*n chance and all his efforts fail. 

Nor toils, nor vigilance, nor cares prevail i 

His paft attempts in vain the boy renews. 

And waits the fofter feafons of the Mufe ; 

He quits his work ; throws by his fond defires ; 

And from his ta(k relu6lantly retires. 

Thus o'er the fields the fwain purfues his road. 
Till ftopt at length by fome impervious flood. 
That from a mountain's brow, o'ercharg'd with rains, 
Burfts in a thundering tide, and foams along the plains ; 
Wijk horror chillM, he traverfcs the Ihore, 
Seethe waves rife, and hears the torrent roar ; 
Then grievM returns ; or waits with vain delay, 
Till the tumultuous deluge rolls away. 
But in no Iliad let the youth engage 
His tender years, and unexperienced age j 

Y 3 Let 
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Let him by juft degrees and ftq>s proceed. 
Sing with the fwains, and tune the tender reed s 
He with fuccefs an humbler theme may ply, 
Andy Virgil-lilce» immortalize a fly: 
Or Hng the mice> their battles and attacks, 
Againft the croaking natives of the lakes i 
Or with what art her toils the fpider fets. 
And fpins her filmy entrails into nets. 

And h^e embrace, ye teachers, this advice ^ 
Not to be too inquifitively nice. 
But, till the foul enhrg'd in ilrength appears. 
Indulge the bey, and fpare his tender years } 
Till, to ripe judgment and experience brought, 
Himfelf difcerns and bluflies at a fault $ 
For if the critics eyes too ftriftly pierce. 
To point each blemiih out in every ver(e. 
Void of all hope the ftripling may depart. 
And turn his (Kidies to another art. 
But if refolv'd his darling faults to fee, 
A youth of genius fhould apply to me. 
And court my elder judgment to peru(e 
Th** imperfc6l labours of his infant Mufef 
1 fhould not fcruple, with a candid eye. 
To read and praife his poem to the (ky ; ^ 

With Teeming rapture on each line to pau(e. 
And dwell on each expreffion with applauie. 
But when my praifes had inliamM his mind. 
If fome lame verfe limpM flowly up behind ; 
One, that himfelf, unconfcious, had not found. 
By numbers charm'd, and led away by found; 

I fliould 
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I ^ould not fear to minifter a prop. 
And give him Wronger feet fo keep it up ; 
Teach it to run along more firm and furt ; 
Nor would I fhow the wotind before the cure. 

For what remains ; the poet I enjoin 
To form no glorious fcheme, no great defign. 
Till free from bufmefs he retires alone. 
And flies the giddy tumult of the town ; 
Seeks rural pleafurcs,' and enjoys the glades^ 
And courts the thoughtful filence of the fhacles^ 
Where the fair Diyads haunt their native woodt^ 
With all the orders of the fylvan godSk 
Here in their foft retreats the poets lye. 
Serene, and bleft with chearful poverty 5 
No guilty fchemes of wealth their fouls moleft, 
No cares, no profpe6ls, difcompofe their reft 5 
No fcenes of grandeur glitter in their view 5 
Here they the joys of innocence purfile. 
And tafte the pleafures of the happy few. 
Froni a rock's entrails the barbarian fprungj 
Who dares to violate the facred throng 
By deeds or words— The wretch, by fury driven, 
AflTaults the darling colony of heaven ! 
Some have look'd down, we know, with fcornful cycs 
On the bright Mufe who taught them how to rife, 
And paid, when rais'd to grandeur, no regard 
From that high ftation to the facred bard. 
Uninjur'd, mortals, let the poets lye, 
'Or dread th' impending vengeance of the iky ; 

Y4 The 
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The gods ftill liftenM to their conftant prayer. 

And made the poets their peculiar care. 

They, with contempt, on fortune^s gift look down^ 

And laugh at kings who wear an envyM crown. 

KaisM and tranfported by their foaring mind. 

From their proud eminence they view mankind 

Loft in a cloud } they fee them toil below^ 

All bufy to promote their common woe. 

Of guilt unconfcious, with a fteady foul. 

They fee die lightnings flaih, and hear the thunders roJh 

When, girt with terrors. Heaven's Almighty Sire 

Launches his triple bolts, and forky fire^ 

When o'er high towers the red deftroyer pl^ys. 

And ftrikes the mountains with the pointed blaze ^ 

Safe in their innocence, like Gods, they rife, 

And lift their fouls ferenely to the ikies. 

Fly, ye profane j— the facred Nine were given 
To blefs thefe lower worlds by bounteous heaven t 
Of old, Prometheus, from the realms above. 
Brought down thefe daughters of all-mighty Jove, 
When to his native earth the robber came, 
ChargM with the plunder of ethereal flame. 
As due compaflion touched his generous roind. 
To fee the favage ftate of human kind i 
When, led to range at large the bright abodes. 
And (hare tV ambrofial banquets of the Gods ^ 
In many a whirl he faw Olympus driven. 
And heard th' eternal harmony of heaven. 
Turn'd round and round the concert charm'd his ears 
With all the inufic of the dancing fpheres j 

The 
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The facred Nine his wondering eyes behold. 
As each her orb in juft divifions roird ; 
The thief beholds them with ambitious eyes. 
And, bent on fraud, he meditates the prize ; 
A prize ! the nobleft gift he could beftow 
(Next to the fire) on human race below j 
At length th' immortals reconciled refign'd 
The fair celeftial fifters to mankind ; 
Though bound to Caucafus with folid chains, 
Th' aipiring robber groan'd in endlefs pains j 
By which deterr'd, for ages lay fupinc 
The race of mortals, nor invokM the Nine : 
Till heaven in verfe (hewM man his future ftate> 
And ot)en'd every diftant fcene of fate. 
Firft, the great father of the Gods above 
Sung in Dodona and the Libyan grove j 
Next, to th* enquiring nations Themis gave. 
Her facred anfwers from the Phocian cave ; 
Then Phoebus warnM them from the Delphic dome^ 
Of future time, and ages yet to come j 
And reverend Faunus utterM truths divine 
To the firfl founders cf the Latian line. 
Next the great race of hallow'd prophets came> 
With them the Sibyls of immortal fame, 
InfpirM with all the God ; who rapt on high 
With more than mortal rage unbounded fly. 
And range the dark recefles of the (ky. 
Next, at their feafts, the people fung their lays 
(The fame their prophets fung in former days) j 
Their theme an hero, and his deathlefs praife. 

5 What 
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What has to man of nobler worth been given> 
Than this the beft and greateft boon of heaven ? 
Whatever power the glorious gift beftow'd. 
We trace the certain footftcps of a god ; 
By thee infpir'd, the daring poet fiies. 
His foul mounts up, and towers above the ikies i 
Thou art the fourcc of pleafure, and we fee 
No joy, no tranfporf, when debarr'd of thee j 
Thy tuneful deity the fcather'd throng 
Confefs in all the meafures of their fong. 
Thy great commands the favages obey. 
And every filent native of the fea : 
Led by thy voice, the ftarting rocks advance. 
And liftening forefts mingle in the dance. 
On thy fweet notes the damnM rejoice to dwell. 
Thy drains fufpended all the din of hell j 
Luird by the found, the Furies rag'd no more. 
And Helps infernal porter ceasM to roar. 
Thy powers exalt us to the realms above. 
To feaft with Gods, and fit the guefts of Jove s 
Thy prefence foftens angulfh, woe, and Ibife, 
And reconciles us to the load of life ; 
Hail, thou bright comfort of thefe low abodes. 
Thou joy of men and darling of the Gods. 
As prieft and poet, in thcfe humble lays, 
i boldly labour to refound thy praife ; 
To hang thy fhrines, this gift I bring along. 
And to thy altars guide the tender throng. 
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BOOK II. 

PROCEED, ye Nine, defcended from above, 
Y€ tiiiieful daughters of almighty Jote j 
To teach the future age, I haften on. 
And open every fource of Helicon. 
Your prieft and bard with rage divine inspire, 
While to your (hrine I lead the t^looming choir. 
Hard was the way, and dubious, which we trod, 
JJow fliow, ye goddeffes, a furer road 5 
Point out thofe paths, which you can find alone. 
To all' the world but to yourfelves unknown j 
Lo ! all th* Hefperian youths with me implore 
Sfour fofter influence, and propitious power. 
Who, rangM beneath my banners, boldly tread 
rhofe arduous tracks to reach your mountain*s head* 
New rules *tis now my province to impart; 
Firft to invent, and then difpofe with art ; 
Each a laborious tafk : but they who (hare 
Heaven's kinder bounty, and peculiar care, 
\ glonous train of images may find. 
Preventing hope, and crowding on the mind. 
The other tafk, to fettle every part, 
Depends on judgment, and the powers of art $ 
?'rom whence in chief the poet hopes to raife 
flis future glory, and immortal pi^aife* 

Tkiar 
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This as a rule the nobleft bards efteem. 
To touch at fiirft in general on the theme j 
To hint at all the fubje£l in a line i 
And draw in miniature the whole deiign. 
Nor in themfelves confide ^ but next implore 
The timely aid of fome celcftial power 3 
To guide your labours, and point out your road, 
Choofe, as you pleafe, your tutelary God j 
But ilill invoke fome guardian deity. 
Some power, to look aufpicious from the (ky : 
To nothing great ihould mortals bend their care, 
Till Jove be folemnly addreft in prayer. 
^Tis not-enough to call for aid divine. 
And coun but once the favour of the Nine ; 
When objefls rife, that mock your toil and pain. 
Above the labour and the reach of man 3 
Then you may fupplicate the bleft abodes. 
And aik the friendly fuccour of the Gods. 
Shock not your reader, nor begin too fierce> 
Nor fwell and bluiler in a pomp of verfe i 
At firft all needlefs ornament remove. 
To Ihun his prejudice, and win his love. 
At firft, you find moft favour and fuccefs ' 
In plain expreflion, and a modeft drefs. 
For if too arrogant you vaunt your might. 
You fall with greater fcandal in the fight. 
When on the niccft point your fortune flands, * 
And all your courage, all your ftrength demands. 
With gradual flights furprize us as we read j 
And let more glorious images fucceed, 

Tc 
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To wake our fouls $ to kindle our defire 

Still to read 'on, and fan the rifmg fire. 

But ne'er the fubje£b of your work proclaim 

In ks own colours, and its genuine name j 

Let it by diftant tokens be conveyM, 

And wrapt in other words, and coverM in their fhade. 

At laft the fubje6l from the friendly ihrowd 

Burfts out, and fliines the brighter from the cloud ^ 

Then the diffolving darknefs breaks away. 

And every object glares in open day. 

Thus great * Ulyfles* toils were I to choofe. 

For the main theme that (hould employ my Mufe } 

By his long labours of immortal fame. 

Should fhine my hero, but conceal his name ; 

As one, who loft at fea, had nations feen. 

And markM their towns, their manners, and their men, 

Since Troy was levePd to the duft by Greece j 

Till a few lines epitomizM the piece. 

But ftudy now what order to maintain. 
To link the work in one continued chain, 
That, when the Mufe difplays her artful fcheme. 
And at the proper time unfolds the theme 5 
Each part may find its own determined place. 
Laid out with method, and difposM with grace j 
That to the deftin'd Tcope the piece may tend. 
And keep one conftant tenor to the end. 
Firft to furprizing novelties inclined, .^ 

The bards fome unexpe6led objects find, C 

To wake attention, and fufpend the mind. J 

• Vid. Horn. Od>C Lib. I. 

A cold 
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A cold (lull order bravely they foriake ; 
Fixt and refolvM the winding way to take. 
They nobly deviate from the beaten track. 
The poet marks th' occafion, as he fings, » 

To launch out boldly from the midil of things. 
Where fomc diAinguiftiM incident he views. 
Some fhining aftion that dcfervcs a Mufe. 
Tl^cnce by degrees the wondering reader brings 
To trace the fubje^^ backward to its fprings, 
Led at his entrance he (hould idly (lay. 
Shocked at his toil, and dubious of bis way ; 
For when fet down lb near the promised goal. 
The flattering profpe^l tempts and fires his foul 3 
Already paft the treacherous bounds appear. 
Then moft at diflance, when they feem fo near 5 
• Far from his grafp the fleeting harbour flies. 
Courts bis purfuit, but mocks his dazled eyes ; 
The promised region he with joy had fpy'd, 
Vaft tra£ls of oceans from his reach divide 5 
Still muft he backward fteer his lengthened way. 
And plough a wide interminable fea. 
No (kilful poet would his Mufe employ. 
From Paris' vote to trace the fall of Troy, 
Nor every deed of He61or to relate, 
While hfs ftrong arm fufpcnded Ilion's fate j 
Work ! for fome annalift ! fome heavy fool, 
Corre£lly dry, and regularly dull. 
Beft near the * end thofe dreadful fcenes appear ; 
Wake then, and rouze the furies of the war. 

♦ See Homer's Iliad. 
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r his ravifliM fair at firft engage 
:s* foul in unrelenting rage. 
i this caufe that every Phrygian flood 
with red waves, and rolls a tide of blood i 
Canthus* urns a purple deluge pour, 
le deep trenches float with human gore» 
rmcr deeds in filence muft we lofe, 
ague at Aulis, and the mutual vows, 
partan raging for his ravifh'd fpoufe ; 
ioufand fliips ; the woes which Ilion bore 
Srcece, for nine revolving years before, 
rule with judgment fliould the bard maintain, 
•rings Laertes' wandering fon again, 
>urning Ilion to his native reign, 
n not launch from Ida's ftrand his fliips, 
lis attendant friends into the deeps ; 
ly to vanquifli the Ciconian hoft ; ^ 

: him firft appear (his comrades loft) C 

Fair Calypfo on th' Ogygian coaft. j 

hence, a world of toils and dangers paft, 
lim to rich Phaeacia's realms at laft, 
at the fcaft his wanderings to relate, 
?nds dire change; his own relentlefs fate, 
the bard of former a6lions fmgs, 
ely draws from thofe remoter fprings 
refcnt order, and the courfe of things, 
^ct unfold tir event on no pretence, 
)ur chief ta(k to keep us in fufpenfe, 

♦ See tl:e Odyfley. 

Nor 
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Nor tell what • prefents Atreus' fon prepares. 

To reconcile Achilles to the wars ; 

Or t by what God*s aufpicious condu£l led. 

From Polyphemus' den UlyfTes fled. 

Pleas'd with the toil, and on the profpeft bent, 

Our fouls leap forward to the wifti'd event. 

No call of nature can our fearch reftrain. 

And deep, and thirft, and hunger, plead in vain. 

Glad we purfue the labour we embraced. 

And leave reluctant, when we leave at laft. 

See ! how the bard, triumphant in his art. 

Sports with our paflions^ and commands the heart ; 

Now here, now there, he turns the varying fong $ 

And draws at will the captive foul along ; 

Racked with uncertain hints, in every fenfe 

We feel the lengthened anguifh of fufpenfe. 

When^ Homer once has promised to rehearfe 

Bold Paris' fight, in many a founding verfe. 

He foon perceives his reader's warm defire 

Wrapt in the event, and all his foul on fire 5 

The poet then contrives fome fpecious ftay. 

Before he tells the fortune of the day. 

Till Helen to the king and elders Hiow, "% 

From fome tall tower, the leaders of the foe, V 

And name the heroes in the fields below. ) 

§ When chafte Penelope, to gain her end. 

Invites her fuitors the tough bow to bend j 

* See Iliad. Lib. XIX. f Odylf. 9. J Sec Iliad 3. 
§ Odyffey 21. 

Her 
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(Her nuptial bed the vlflor's promis'd prize) 
With what a^Idrefs her various arts (he plies I 
Skiird in delays, and politickly flow 
To fearch her treafures for her hero's bow. 
None lead the reader in the dark along. 
To the laft goal that terfninates the fong ; 
Sometimes th' event muft glance upon the fight. 
Not glare in day, nor wholly fink in night. 
'Tis thus Anchifiis to his Ion relates 
The various feries of his future fates j 
For this the * prophets fee, on Tyber's ftiore. 
Wars, horrid wars, and Latiuni red with, gore, 
A new Achilles rifing to deftroy 
With boundlefs rage the poor remains of Troy ;. 
But raife his mind with profpefls of fuccefs. 
And give the promiC^ of a lailing peace. 
This knew the hero when he fought the plains. 
Sprung t from hisftiips, and charged th' embattled fwain^ 
Hew'ddown the Latian troops with matchlefs might,. 
(The firft, aufplcious omen of the fight,) 
And at one blow gigantic Theron kill'd, 
BoUl, but in vain, and foreraoft of the field y. 
Thus too § Patroclus with his lateit breath. 
Foretold his unregarding vigor's death : 
His parting foul anticipates the blow. 
That waits brave He6lor ftom a greater foe. 
Thou too, poor Turnus, juft before thy doont> 
Could'ft read thy end, and antedate a tomb, 

* See Virg. -^ueid. Lib. f Ibid. Lib. NL r. 45?;. 
VL V. 890. § Ibid. Lib. V. v. 531. 
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When o'er thy head the baleful fury flew. 

And in dire omens fet thy fate to view : 

A bird oblcene, (he fluttered o'er the field, 

And fcream'd thy death, and beat thy founding (hleld. 

For lo ! the time, the fatal time is come, 

Charg'd v/ith thy death, and heavy with thy doom. 

When Turnus, though in vain, fhall rue the day ; 

Shall curfe the golden belt he bore away ; 

Shall wifh too late young Pallas' fpoils unfought. 

And mourn the conqueft he Co dearly bought. 

Th' event (hould glimmer through its gloomy fhrowd, 

Though yet confus'd, and ftruggling in the cloud. 

■So, to the traveller, as he journies on 

To reach the walls of fome far diftant town. 

If, high in air, the dubious turrets rife. 

Peep o'er the hills, and dai^ce before his eyes 5 

Pleas'd the refrefhing profpe^Sl to furvey. 

Each ftride he lengthens, and beguiles the way. 

More pleas'd (the tempting fcene in view) to go. 

Than penfively to walk the gloomy vales below. 

Unlefs the theme witiiin your bofom roll. 
Work in each thought, and inin through all the foulj 
Unlefs you alter with inceffant pnin. 
Pull down, and build the fabrick o'er again 5 
In vain, when rival-wits your wonder raife, 
You '11 ftrive to match thofe beauties which you praife. 

To one juft fcope with fixt defign go on ; 
Let fovereign reafon di<5late from her throne. 
By what determin'd methods to advance. 
But never truft to arbitrary chance, 
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Where chance prefides, all obje6ls wildly join'^dy 

Crowd on the reader, and di(fara£l his mind | 

From theme to theme unwilling is he toft. 

And in the dark variety is loft. 

You fee fome Bards, who bold excurfions make 

In long digreflions from the beaten track j 

And paint a wild unneceffary throng 

Of things and obje£ls foreign to the fong ; 

For new defcriptions from the road depart. 

Devoid of order, difcipline, and art. 

So, many an anxious toil and danger paft, 

Some wretch returns from banifhment at laft | 

With fond delay to range the (hady wood. 

Now here, now there, he wanders from the road s 

From field to field, from fh^am to ftream he roves> 

And courts the cooling, fhelter of the groves. ^ 

For why fhould Homer * deck the gorgeous car> 

When our raisM fouIsXare eager for the war ? 

Or dwell on every wheel, when loud alarms. 

And Mars in thunder calls the hofts to arms ? 

When with his heroes we fome daftard f find. 

Of a vile afpeft, and malignant mind ; 

His awkward figure is not worth our care ; 

His monftrous length of head, or want of hair. 

Not, though he goes with mountain fhoulders by. 

Short of a foot, or blinking in an tye. 

Such trivial objects call us off too long 

From the main drift and tenor of the fong. 

* Vid. Horn. Iliad, Lib. V. v. 711. 
f Ibid. Lib. II. v. 212. 
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Drancca * appears a jufter charaftcr, 
In council bold, but cautious in the war ; 
Fa6lious and loud the liftening throng he draws^. 
And fvvells with wealthy and popular applaufe ;' 
But, what in our's would never find a plac^, 
The bold Greek language may admit with grace. 

Why fliould I here the ftratagems recite, 
And the low tricks of every little wit ? 
Some out of time their ftock of knowledge boaft. 
Till In the pedant all the Bard is loft. 
Such without care their ufelefs lumber place j 
One black, confu^'d, and undigefted mafs> 
With a wild heap encumbers every part. 
Nor ranged with grace, nor method iz'd with art. 
But then in chief, when things abftrufe they teach, 
Themej^too abftrafted for the vulgar reach y 
The hidden nature of the deities ; 
The fecret laws and motions of the ikies ; 
Or from what dark original began 
The fiery ibul, and kindled up. the man t 
Oft they in odious irrftances engage,. 
And for examples raniack every age. 
With every realm j no hero will they pafs,. 
But a6l againft the rules of time and place. 
Avoid, ye youths, thefe praftices-j nor raife 
Your fwelling fouls to fuch a thirft of praife» 
Some Bards of eminence there are, we own. 
Who fing fometimes the journies of the fun. 
The rifmg ftars, and labours of the moon : 

• ^neid. Lib. JQ. v. 3^6.. 
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What impulfe bids the ocean rife and fall ; 

What motions (hake and rock the trembling ball. 

Though, foreign fubje^ls had engagM their care, . 

The rage> the din and thunder of the war, 

Through the loud field j the genius of the earth ; 

Or rules to raife the vegetable birth : 

Yet 'tis but feldom, and when time and place 

Require the thing, and reconcile to grace. 

Thofe foreign obje6ls neceffary feem. 

And flow, to all appearance, from the theme ; 

With fo much art fo well conceaPd they pleafe, 

When wrought with ikill, and introduced with cafe* 

Should not • Anchifes, fuch occafion fhown, 

Refolve the queftions of his god-like fon ? 

If fouls deprivM of heaven's fair light repair 

OnoB more to day, and breathe the vital air ? 

Or if from high Olympus firft they came, 

Infpir'd with portions of ethereal flame, ' 

Though here encumbered with the mortal frame ? 

Tire not too Jong one fubje6t when you write. 

For 'tis variety that gives delight ; 

But when to that variety inclined, 

You feck new obje^ls to relieve the mind. 

Be fure let nothing forc'd or labourM feem. 

But watch your time, and fteal from off your theme. 

Conceal with care your longing to depart. 

For art> chief pride is ftill to cover art. 

* Vid. JEnM. Lib. VI. 
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So • Miilciber, in future agc» (killM, 
EogravM Rome's glories on Eneas' ihield. 
On the bright orb her future fame enroird. 
And with her triumphs charged the rifing gold j 
Here figurM fights the blazing round adorn. 
There his long line of heroes yet unborn* 
But if a f jPoet of Aufonian birth 
Defcribes the various kingdoms of the earthy 
Wide interfperft j the Medes, or fwarthy Moors j 
The different natures of their foils explores. 
And paints the trees that bloom on India's fhores : 
On his own land he looks with partial eyes. 
And lifts the fair Hefperia to the ikies ; 
To all the fair Hefperia he prefers. 
And makes the woods of Ba£lria yield to hcr*s. 
With proud Panchaia ; though her groves fhe boaftsi 
And breathes a cloud of incenfe from her coafls. 
Hear then, ye generous youths, on this regard 
I fhould not blame the condu6l of the Bard, 
Who in foft numbers, and a flowing flrain. 
Relieves and reconciles our ears again. 
When I the various implements had fung 
That to the fields, and rural trade belong. 
In fweet harmonious meafures would I tell 
How § nature mourn'd when the great Cacfar fell. 
When Bacchus' curling vines had grac'd my lays^ 
The rural pleafures jj next ibould fhare my praife. 

• Virg. JEneld. Lib. VIIL v. 626. 

f Virg. Georgic. Lib. IL v. 136. 

5 Gcorg. Lib. I. v, 466, ^ Ibid. Lib. II. v. 45S. 
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The labour ended, and compieat the whole. 
Some Bards with pleafure wander rou&d the goal. 
The flights and Tallies of the Mufe prolong. 
And add new beauties to the finifh'd fong; 
Pleas'd with th' excurfion of the charming ftrain> 
We drive to quit the work, but ftrive in vain. 
Thus, were the bees the fubjeft of my Mufe, 
Their laws, their natures, and celeftial dews | 
Poor • Ariftaeus fhould his fate difclofe. 
His mother's counfel fhould aflwage his woes ; 
Old Proteus here fhould ftruggle in his chain. 
There in foft verfe the Thracian Bard complam 
(As Philomela on a poplar's bough 
Bewails her young, melodious in her woe). 
Pangaean fteeps his forrows fhould return, 
And vocal Thrace with Rhodope fhould mourn 5 
Hebrus fhould roll low-murmuring to thedeep^ 
And barbarous nations wonder why they weep* 
Thus too the Peets, who the names declare 
Of kings and nations gathering to the war. 
Sometimes diverfify the flrain, and fing 
The wondrous change of the f Ligurian king. 
While for his Phaeton his forrows flow. 
And his harmonious flrains beguile his woe> 
O'er all the man the fnowy feathers rife, 
And in a tuneful fwan he mounts the fkies* 
Thus too § Hippolitus, by Dian's care 
And Paean's art, returns to upper air. 

» Georg. Lib. XI. v. 317. f iEncid. Lib. X. v. l8^ 
§ ^neid. Lib. VII, v. 756. 
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The Ba: ds now paint the arms their heroes wieUy 
And each bold figure on the glittering ihield. 
Great * Aventinus, great Aicides^ fon, 
Wore the proud trophy which his father won ; 
An hundred ferpents o'er the buckler roH'd, 
And Hydra hifsM from all her heads in gold. 
Now blooming Tempe's cool retreats they fmg, 
And now with flowery beauties paint the fpring. 
Now with a fylvan fcene thc'floods they hidej J 

Or teach the fam'd Eridanus to glide, t 

Or fport on fabled Acbelous' fide. J 

Of hoary Nereus' numerous race difplay. 
The hundred azure fillers of the fea. 
With them the nymphs that haunt their native woods, 
And the long orders of the Sylvan Gods. 

With gay defcriptions fprinkle here and there 
Some grave inftru6live fcntences with care. 
That touch on life, fome moral good purfue. 
And give us virtue in a tranfient view ; 
Rules, which the future fire may make his own. 
And point the golden p!ecepts to his fon. 

Sometimes on little images to fall. 
And thus illuftrate mighty things by fmallj 
With due fuccefs the licensed Poet dares. 
When to the f ants the Phrygians he compares. 
Who, leaving Carthage, gather to the feas j 
Or the laborious Tyrians to the § bees. 

* Virg. ^neid. Lib. VII. v. 656. f Ibid. Lib. IX. 
v« 402. § Ibid. Lib. I. v. 434. 
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l^nt fwarming * files, ofFenlive animals. 
That buz inceflfant o'er the fmoaking pails. 
Are images too low, to paint the hofts 
That roll and blacken o'er Aufonia's coafts. 
The lofty Mufe who fung the Latian war. 
Would think fuch trivial things beneath her care. 
How from his majeily would Virgil fall. 
If Turnus, fcarce repelPd from Ilion's wall. 
Retiring grimly with a tardy pace, 
Had e'er been figur'd by the patient f afs ! 
Whom unregarded troops of boys furround. 
While o'er his fides their rattling ftrokes refoundj 
Slow he gives way, and crops the fpringing grain. 
Turns on each fide, and Hops to graze again. 
In every point the tiling is juft, we know. 
But then the image is itfelf too low : 
For Turnus, fprung from fuch a glorious Arain, 
The vile refemblance would with fcorn difdain. 
Wiih better grace the § lion may appear. 
Who, fingiy impotent the crowd to dare, 
Repel, or ftand their whole embody 'd war. 
Looks grimly back, and rolls his glaring eye, 
Delpuirs to conquer, and difdains to fly. 

bince fiftions are allow'd, be fure, ye youths. 
Your fictions wear at leaft the air of truths. 
When I Glaucus meets Tydides on the plain, 
Infiaqn'd with rage, and reeking from the (lain j 

* Iliad. Lib. II. V. 469. t ^^^»d- L>b. XL V. 557. 
§ ^neid. Lib, IX. v. 792, J Homer's Iliad. Lib. 

VI. Y. 119. 
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Some think they could not pafs the time away. 
In Aich long narratives, and cool delay, 
Amidft the raging tumult of the day. 
But yet we hear fierce Diomed relate 
The crime of bold Lycurgus, and his fate ; 
And Glaucus talks of brave Bellerophon, 
Doom'd for a lawlefs pailion not his own $ 
Sets forth the hero*s great exploits to view. 
How the b^ld chief the dire Chimaera (lew, 
The Solymaan hoft, and Amazonian crew. 
For thofe furprizing fiflions are defignM 
With their fweet falihoods to delight the mind ; 
The Bards expefl no credit fhould be given 
To the bare lye, though authorizM by heaven. 
Which oft with confidence they vent abroad. 
Beneath the needful fanflion of a god. 
'Twas thus the • roafted heifers of the fun 
Spoke o'er the fire with accents not their own j 
'Twas thus f Achilles' fleed his filence broke. 
And § Trojan fhips in human voices fpoke } 
As wrought by heaven thefe wonders they relate. 
All airy vifions of the ivory gate I 

Speak things but once, if order be your care. 
For more the cloyM attention will not bear. 
And tedious repetitions tire the ear. 
In this we differ from the Grecian train. 
Who tell X Atrides' vifions o'er again* 

* Homer. OdyfT. Lib. XII. v. 395. f W«a<l. !'»'>• 
XVII. V. 426. § Virgil. JEncid, Lib. X. v. i»«. 

t Vid. Iliad. Ub. II. 
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^Tis not enough with them we know the caufe 

Why great Achilles from the war withdraws, 

Unlefs the • weeping hero, on the fhore, 

Tells his blue mother all we heard before. 

So much on punftual niceties they ftand. 

That, when their kings difpatch fome high command^ 

All, word for word, th' embaffadors f rehearfe 

In the fame tenor of unvaried verfe. 

Not fo did § Venulus from Arpi bring 

The final anfwer of th' ^tolian king. 

Let others labour on a vaft defign, 
A lefs, but poli(hM with due care, be thine. 
To change its ftru6ture, be your laft delight j 
Thus fpend the day, and exercife the nighty 
IncefTant in your toil. But if you choofe 
A larger field and fuhje£t for your Mufe ; 
If fcanty limits fliould the theme confine. 
Learn with juft art to lengthen the defign 
Beyond its native bounds j the roving mind 
A thoufand methods to this end may find j 
Unnumbered fi£lions may with truths be join'd. 
Nature fupplies a fund of matter ftill j 
Then cull th' rich variety at will. 
See ! how the % Bard calls down th' embattled Gods, 
All ranged in faftions, from their bright abodes ; 

• Horn. Iliad. Lib. I. v. 370. f Ibid. Lib. IX. v. 2fi4» 
^ Virg. ^neid. Lib. XI. v. 243. % All thefe par- 
ticulars, to the end of this paragraph, are taken irom 
Homer and YirgiL 

Who, 
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Who, firM with mutual hate, their arms employ^ 
And in the field declare for Greece or Troy j 
Till Jove convenes a council to affwage 
Their rifing fury, and fufpend their rage j 
Though the bleft Gods, remov'd from human eyes, 
Live in immortal eafe within the diftant flcies. 
And now th' infernal realm his theme he liiakes, V 
The reign of Pluto, the Tartarean lakes, • > 

The Furies dreadful with their curling fnakes. J 

He gathers omens from each bird that flies. 
And ligns from every wing tliat beats the fkies. 
He now defcribes a banquet, where the gueft 
Prolongs with narratives the royal feaft. 
Or at the glorious hero's tomb we read 
Of games ordain'd in honour of the dead. 
And oft for mercies in old ti«nes difplay'd. 
To their own Gods their annual rites are paid, 
F^r monftrous Python flain, their praifes rife. 
And lift the fame of Phoebus to the (kies. 
In hymns Alcides' labours they refound. 
While Cacus lies extended on the ground. 
Alternate fing the labours of his hands, 
EnjoinM by fierce Euryftheus' ftern commands ; 
The den of Cacus crowns the grateful ftrain. 
Where the grim monfler breathes his frames in vain, 

Mark how fometimes the Bard without control 
Exerts his fire, and pours forth all his foul ; 
His lines fo daring, and his words fo (Irong ( 
We fee the fubje^l figur'd in the fong : -- 

3 When 
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When with the winds old * Ocean he deforms^ 
Or paints the rage and horrors of the ftorms j. 
Or drives on pointed rocks the bu riling fliips. 
Toft on the Euxine, or Sicilian deeps. 
Or lings the f plagues that blaft the livid (ky, 
When beafts by herds, and men by nations die j 
Or the fierce flames § that -Etna's jaws expire. 
Her melted rocks, and deluges of fire. 
When from her mouth the burfting vapour flies. 
And, chargM with ruin, thunders to the fkies j 
While drifts of fmoak in footy whirlwinds play. 
And clouds of cinders ftain the golden day. 
See ! as the Poet founds the dire alarms, 
Calls on the war, and fets the liofts in arms j 
Squadrons on fquadrons driven, confus'dly die j 
Grim Mars in all his terrors ftrikes the eyej 
More than defcription rifing to the fight, 
Prefents the real horrors of the fight ; 
A new creation feems our praife to claim ; 
(Hence Greece derives the facred || Poef s name 5) 
The dreadful clang of clafliing arms we hear j, 
The agonizing groan, the fruitlefs prayer. 
And fliricks of fuppliants thicken on the ear. 
Who, when he reads a J city ftorra'd, forbears 
To feel her woes, and fympathize in tears I 
When o'er the palaces the flames afpire 
From wall to wall, and wrap the domes in fire ? 

♦ ^neid. Lib. I. f Ibid. Lib. IH. v. 137. § Ibid. 
Y. 571. II A r^ ttutlv* X Vid. uEneid. Lib.. II. ■ 
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The fire, with years and hoftile rage oppreft ! 
The darting infant, clinging to the brcaft ! 
The trembling mother runs, with piercing crie$, 
Through friends and foes, and (hrieking rends the f 
Drag'd from the altar, the diftra6led fiiir 
Beats her white breaft, and tears her golden hair. 
Here in thick crowds the vanquifti'd fly away» 
There the proud vigors heap the wealthy prey; 
With rage rtlcntlefs ravage their abodes. 
Nor fparc the facred temples of the Godt. 
O'er the whole town they run with wild affright. 
Tumultuous hafte, and violence of flight. 

Why fhould I mention how our fouls afpire. 
Loft in the raptures of the facred fire ? 
For cv" n the foul not always holds the fame. 
But knows at different times a different frame. 
Whether with rolling feafons flie complies. 
Turns with the fun, or changes with the (kies j 
Or through long toil, remiflive of her fires. 
Droops with the mortal frame her force infpires j 
Or that our minds alternately appear 
Now bright with joy, and now o'ercaft with care. 
No ! — but the Gods, th' immortal Gods fupply 
The glorious fires 5 they fpeak the deity. 
Then bleft is he who waits th* aufpicious nod. 
The warmth divine, and prefence of the God 5 
Who his fufpended labours can reftrain, 
^Till heaven's ferene indulgence fmiles again. 
But ftrive, on no pretence, againft your power. 
Till time brings back the voluntary hour. 

Some- 
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Sometimes their verdant honours leave the woods. 
And their dry urns defraud the thirfty floods j 
Nor ftill the rivers a full channel yield^ 
Nor Spring with flowery beauties paints the field : 
The Baftis no Icfs fuch fickle changes find, 
Dampt is the noble ardor of the mind ; 
Their wonted toil her wearied powers refufc 5 
Their fouls grow flack and languid to the Mufe, 
Deaf to their call ; their efforts are withftood 5 
Round their cold hearts congeals the freezing blood. 
You M think the Mufes fled ; the God no more 
Would fire the bofom where he dwelt before. 
No more return ! — how often, though in vain. 
The Poet would renew the wonted ftrain ! 
Nor fees the Gods who thwart his fruitlefs care. 
Nor angry Heaven relentlefs to his prayei*. 
Some read the antient Bards, of deathlefs fame. 
And from their raptures catch the noble flame 
By juft degrees j they feed the glowing vein, 
And all th' immortal ardour bums again 
In its full light and heat ; the fun's bright ray 
Thus (when the clouds difperfe) reftores the day : 
Whence (hot this fudden flafh that gilds the pole ? 
The God, the God comes rulhing on his foul 5 
Fires with sthereal vigour every part, 
Through every trembling limb he feems to dart. 
Works in each vein, and fwells his riflng heart. 
Deep in his breaft the heavenly tumult plays, 
And fets his mounting fpirits on a blaze. 

Nor 
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Nor can the raging flames themfclvcs contain*. 
For the whole God defcends into the man. 
He quits mortality, he knows no bounds* 
But fmgs infpirM in more than human founds. 
Nor from his breaft can (hake th' immortal load*. 
But pants and raves impatient of the God ; 
And, rapt beyond himfelf, admires the force 
That drives him on reiuftant to the courfe. 
He calls on Phoebus, by the God oppreft* 
Who breathes exceflive fpirit in his breaft j 
No force of thirft or hunger can control 
The fierce, the ruling tranfport of his foul. 
Oft in their fleep, infpir'd with rage divine. 
Some Bards enjoy the vifions of the Nine : 
Vifions ! themfelves with due applaufe may crown^ 
Vifions ! that Phoebus or that Jove may own. 
To fuch an height the God exalts the flame. 
And fo unbounded is their thirft of fame. 
But here, ye youths, exert your timely care*. 
Nor truft th' ungovernable rage too far j 
Ufe not your fortune, nor unfurl your fails. 
Though foftly courted by the flattering gales, 
Refufe them ftill; and call your judgment in* 
While the fierce God exults and reigns within ^ 
To reafon's ftandard be your thoughts confin'd,. 
iLet judgment calm the tempeft of the mind. 
Indulge your heat with coiidu6V, and reftrain ; 
Learn when to draw, and when to give the rein.. 
But always wait till the warm raptures ceafe* 
AuLd lull the tumults of the foul to peace j 

1 
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Then, nor till then, examine ftri^lly o'er 
What your wild fallies might fugged before. 

Be fure, from nature never to depait j 
To copy nature is the talk of art. 
The nobleft poets own her fovereign fway. 
And ever follow where fhe leads the way. 
From her the different chara^ers they trace. 
That mafk the human or the favage race, 
Each various and diftinft ; in every ftage 
They paint mankind j their humours, fex, and agc-j 
They (hew what manners the flow fpge become, 
What the brilk youth in all his fprightly bloom. 
In every word and fentiment explain, 
How the proud monarch differs from the fwain. 
1 naufeate all confounded chara£lers. 
Where young Telemachus too grave appears, 
Or reverend Neftor afls beneath his years. 
The poet fuits his fpecches, when he fings, 
To proper perfons, and the flate cf things ; 
On each their juft diftin£^ions ai-e beftow'd. 
To mark a male, a female, or a God. 
Thus when in • heaven fedltious tumults rife, 
Araongft the radiant fenate of the ikies. 
The fire of Gods, and fovereign of mankind. 
In a few words unfolds his facred mind. 
Not fo fair Venus j who at large replies. 
And pities Troy, and counts her miferies. 
Woes undeftrv'd : but with contention fir'd. 
And with ihe ipirit of revenge infpir'd, 

• Vid. JEntii}. Lib. X. 
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Fierce June ftorms amid ft the Weft abodef. 

And ftuns with loud complaints the liftening Gods. 

When youthful • Turmis the ftern combat claims. 

His riiing heart is lilPd with fnartial flames; 

Impel Pd l)y rage, and bent to prove his might. 

His foul fprings forward, and presents the fight $ 

Rouz'd to revenge, his kindling (pirits glow, 

C>;nfirm his challenge, and provoke the foe. 

The fugitive of Troy.— But while his rage 

And }'xnithful courage prompts him to engage. 

On Latium's king incumbent it appears. 

Grown old in prudence, piety, and years. 

To weigh events, and youthful heat aflwage. 

With the cold caution amd the fears of age. 

In Dido*s various charad^er is feen. 

The furious lover and the gracious qveen : 

When Troy's fam'd chief, commanded from above. 

Prepares to quit tier kifigdom, faiid her love.^ 

She raves, ihc ftonn-s wth unavailing care, 

-Grown wild with grief, und frantic with defpair. 

Through every ftreet Aie flies, wit|2 zn^lfh &Mtg, 

And broken accents flutter «n her tongue ; 

Her words confusM and interrupted flow. 

Speak andexpr^-the hurry of her -woe. 

How in this Dido is thatBido loft. 

Who late recejvM the Trojans on her coaft^ 

And 'bade them lianiih gricff, and fliare her throne, 

Difmifs their fcar», and thmk tier realms their own 1 

• Ibid, Lib. XII.v.^* 
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Next the great orators confult, and thence 
Draw all the moving turns of eloquence ; 
That • Sinon may his Phrygian foes betray, 
And lead the crowd, as fraud dircfts the ^ay $ 
That wife f Ulyffes may the Greeks detain, 
While Troy yet ftood, from meafuring back the main. 
Need I nanie J Neftor, who could talk to peace, 
With melting words, the faftious kings of Greece ? 
Whofe foft addrefs their fury could control. 
Mould every paffion, and fubdue the foul ! 
Thefe foothing arts to J Venus fure were known. 
To beg immortal arms to grace her fon j 
Her inJurM fpoufe each thrilling word infpires. 
With every pang of lovt to fecond her defircs* 
With niceft art the fair ^dulterefs draws , 
Her fond addrefTes from a diftant caufe } 
And all her guileful accents are defignM 
To catch his |)a{nohs, and €nfnare his mind. 
' ris hence the poet leaftis in every part 
To bend the foul, and give with wondrous art 
A thoufand different motions to the hearts 
Hence, as his fubje6^ gay or fad appears^ 
He claims our joy, or triumphs in oiir tdu*s» 
Who, when he fees how § Orpheus* ibrtows flow. 
Weeps not his tears^ and anfwers Woe for woe ^ 
When he his dear Eurydice deplores 
To the deaf focks, and folitary ihores ; 

* Vid. ^neid. Lib. IL f Hom. Iliad. Lib. U. 

t JEncv^ Lib. VIIL v. 370. B Iliad. Lib. I. verf. 246. 
\ Virgil, Georgic. Lib. IV. v. 464. 

A a t ^*v^ 



I 



-! 



35^ . PITT'S POEMS. 

With the fnft harp the bard relieves hi» pain. 

For thecy when morning dawns, prolongs the fti'ain, 

For thee, when Phcsbus feeks the feas again* 

Or when the young * Euryalus is kiird« 

And rolls in death along the bloody field ; 

Like Come fair flower beneath the (hare he lies* 

His head decrin'd« and drooping as he dies ; 

The reader's foul is touch'd with generous woe, 

He longs to nifli with Nifus on the foe j 

He bums with friendly pity to the dead. 

To raife the youth, and prop his finking head; 

And drives in vain to ftop the gufhing blood, 

That ftains his bofom with a purple flood. 

But if the bard fuch imag-es purfues. 
That raife the blulhes of the Virgin-Mufe ; 
Let them be (lightly touched, and ne'er expre(l. 
Give but an hint, and let us guefs the rt&. 
If Jove comipands the gathering ftorms to rife. 
And with deep thunders rends the vaulted Ikies, 
To the fame cave togethier may repair 
The Trojan f hero and the Tyrian fair. 
The poet's modclty muft add no more; 
Enough, that earth had given the (ign before; 
The confcious aether was with flames o'erfpread. 
The nymphs ran (hrieking round the mountain's head. 
Nor let young Troilus, unhappy boy, 
Meet fierce Achilles in the plains of Troy ; 

♦ JEntid. Lib. IX. v. 433. f Ibid. Lib. IV. v. 165. 

But 
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But (hew th* unequal youth^s untimely fally 
To great -ffineas on the Tyriaii wall i 
Supine and hanging from his empty car, 
DragM by his panting courfers through the war* 
This, from our bright examples you may trace^ . 
To write with judgment, decency, and grace } 
From others learn invention to encreafe. 
And fearch in chief the glorious fons of Greect j 
For her bright treafures Argos* realms explore. 
Bring home triumphant all her gather^ ftore. 
And with her fpoils enrich the Latian ihore. 
Nor is the glory of tranflation lefs. 
To give the Grecian bards a Roman drefs, 
If Phoebus' gracious fmiles the labour crown^ 
Than if fomc new invention were your own. 
Mincio's and Manto's glorious fon behold, 
Th' immortal Virgil, Hieath'd in foreign gold. 
Shines out un(ham*d, and towers above the rell» 
In the rich fpoils of godlike Homer dreft. 
Let Greece in triumph boaft that (he imparts 
To Latium's conquering realms her glorious arts; 
While Latium's fons improve her beft defignst 
Till by degrees each ponHiM labour (bines, - 
While Rome advances now in arts, as far 
Above all cities, as of old in war. 

Ye Gods of Rome, ye guardian deities^ 
Who lift our nation's glory to the (kies | 
And thou, Apollo, the great fource of Troy, 
Let Rome at leaft this Hngle palm enjoy, 

A a J T9 
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To (hine in arts rnpremc, as once in power. 

And teach the nations (he fubdued before ^ 

Since difcord all Aufonia^s kings alarms. 

And ck>nds the antient glories of her arms. 

In our own breads we fheath the ciril fword^ 

Our country naked to a foreign lord 5 

Which lately, proftrate, ftarted from defpair, 

Burn'd with new hopes, and arm*d her hands for war i 

But arnv^d in vain ; th' inexorable hate 

Of envious Fortune callM her to her fate, 

Infatiate in her rage ; her frowns oppofe 

The Latian fame, and woes are heap'd on woes. 

Our dread alarms each foreign monarch took, 

Through all their tribes the diftant nations Hiook j 

To eaith's laft bounds the fame of Leo runs, 

Nile beard, and Indus trembled for his Tons. 

Arabia heard tlie Mediccan line, 

The firft of men, and fpning from race divine. 

The fovereign prieft, and mitred king, appears "J 

Wiih his IbvM Julius joinM, who kindly fliares }» 

The reins of empire, and the public cares. J 

To break theii* country^s chains, the generous pair 

Concert their fchemes, and meditate the war. 

On Leo Europe's monarchs turn their eyes. 

On him alone the v/eftern world lilies ; 

And each bold chief attends his dread alarms. 

While the proud crefcent fades before his arms. 

High on his fplendid car, immortal Rome, 

Thine eyes had feen the holy warrior come, 

Xord of the vanquilh'd world, in triumph home. 

Thy 
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Thy ftreams, old Tyber, fwell'd with confcious pride. 
Had borne thy kindred warrior do^wn iby tide j 
While, crowded up in heaps, thy waves admire 
The captive nations, and their ftrange attire ; 
Behind his wheels Ihould march a numerous train 
Of fccpter^'d (laves, reluctant to the chain. 
Forget their hauglvty threats, and boaft in vain. 
Though the proud foe, of Jury's realm pofleft. 
Has fpread hi« wide dominion through the Eaft j 
Sees his d^ead ftandard there at large unfurl'd. 
And grafps in thought the empire of the world ; 
And now (ye gods) increasM in barbarous pbwer. 
His armies hover o'er th' Hefperian flioi-e. 
To fee the pafllng pomp, the ravifli'd throng 
Through every ftreet fliould flow in tides along j 
The facred father, as the numbers roll'd. 
Should his dear citizens again behold. 
High o'er the fliouting crowds enthron'd in gold ; 
Should (hcvf the trophies of his glorious toils, 
And hang the (brines with confecrated fpoils. 
Piles of barbaric gold (hould glitter there, 
The wealth of kingdoms, and the pomp of war r 
l^ut, by your crime, ye gods, our hopes are croft,, 
And thofe imaginary triumphs loft; 
Jnterr'd with Leo, in one fatal hour. 
Our profpe^ls perifh'd, as they liv'd before. 
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VIDA's ART OF POETRY, 

BOOK III. 

\\T HAT ftylc, what language, fuils the poet's 
^ ^ To claim Apollo's and the Mufes' praife, 
I now unfold i to this laft bound I tend. 
And fee my promisM labours at an end. 

Firfl theny with care a juft expreffion chufe. 
Led by the kind indulgence of the Mufe, ^ 
To drefs up every fubjeft when you write. 
And fet all obje6ls in a proper light. 
' Bvtt left the diftant profpe^ of the goal 
Should damp your vigour, and your ffarengdi contn 
Kouze every power, and call forth all the foul. 
See ! how the Nine the panting youth invite. 
With one loud voice to reach Parnafius* height | 
See ! how they hold aloft th' immortal crown. 
To urge tbecourfe, and call the vi6ior on s 
See ! from the clouds each laviih goddefs pours. 
Full o>r thy head, a fudden fpring of flowers. 
And rofes fall in odoriferous ihowers) 
Celeftial fcents in balmy breezes fly. 
And fhed ambrofial fpirits from the fky* 

In chief avoid obfcurity, nor ihroud 
Your thoughts and dark conceptions in a cloud | 
For * fome, we know, affe^ to ihun the light,. 
Loft in forced figures, and involved in night, 

• Perfms and Lycophron. 

Studi 
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Studious and bent to leave the common way. 
They ikulk in darknefs, and abhor the day. 
Oh ! may the facred Nine infpire my lays 
To ihine with pride in their own native rays j 
For this we need not importune the Ikies, 
In our own power and will the blcffing lies. 
Expreilion, boundlefs in extent, difplays 
A thoufand forms, a thoufand feveral ways 5 
In different garbs from different quarters brought. 
It makes unnumberM dreJes for a thought ; • 
Such vaft varieties of hues we find 
To paint comception, and unfold the mind ! 
If e'er you toil, but toil without fuccefs. 
To give your images a fhining drefs. 
Quit your pud'uit, and chufe a different way. 
Till, breaking forth, the voluntary ray 
Cuts the thick darknefs, and lets down the day. 
Since then a thoufand forms you may purfue, 
A thoufand fig^ures rifing to the view, 
Unlefs confinM and flreightenM in your fcheme. 
With the fhort limits of a fcanty theme, 
From thefe to thofe with boundlefs freedom pafs» 
And to each image give a diflerent face. 
The readers hence a wondroas pleafure find. 
That charms the ear, and captivates the mind } 
In this the laws of nature we obey, 
And a6l as her example points the way. 
Which has on every different fpecies thrown 
A iiape diftin£l and figure of its own } 

7 Maa 
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Man differs from the beaft that haunts the woodsi 
The bird from every native of the floods. 

Sec how the poet banidtes with grace 
A native term to give a * ftrangcr place t 
From different injages with juft foccefs 
He cloathf his matter in the borrowed drefs: 
The borrowed drefs the things therofelves admirr^ 
And wonder whence they drew the flvange attire^ 
Proud of their ravilhM f|K>ils, they now difclainv 
Their former colour, and their genui-ne Dame> 
And, in another garb more beauteous grown. 
Prefer the foreign habit to their own. 
Oft' as he paints a battle on the plain. 
The battle *s imaged by the roaring main ; 
^ow he the fight a fiery deluge names. 
That pours along the fields a flood of flamcsj 
In airy conflift now the winds appear. 
Alarm the deeps, and wage the ftormy war f 
To the fierce fhock th' embattelM tempefts pour. 
Waves charge on waves, th' encouirtering billows roafr 
Thus in a vary'd drefs the fubjei^ fliines, 
Ey turns tl>e objefts fliift their proper figns j 
From (hape to fhape alternately they run, 
To borrow others' charms, and lend their own j 
Pleas'd with the borrowed charms, the readers find 
A crowd of different images combined, 
Rife from a (Ingle obje6V to the mind. 
So the pleas'd traveller, from a mountain's brow,. 
[Views the calm furface^of the feas below 5 
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hough wide beneath the floating ocean lies 
he firft immediate obje6l of his eyes, 
e fees the forefts tremble fiorti within^ 
nd gliding meadows paint the deeps with green f 
^hile to his eyes the fair delufions pafs 
gay fuccelfion through the watery glafs- 
^is thus the bard divei-fifies his fong, 
yw here, now there, he calls the foul along. 
ie rich variety he fets to fight, 
oys not the mind, but adds to our delight. 
>w with a frugal choice the bard affords 
le (Irongeft light, and energy of words j 
hilc humble fubje6ls he contrives to raife 
ith borrowM fplendors, and a foreign blare, 
lis, if on old tradition we rely, 
as once the current language of the flcyj 
hich firft the Mufes brought to thefe abode^ 
ho taught mankind the fecrets of the Gods, 
r in the court of Jove their choirs advance, 
id fmg alternate, as they lead the dance^ 
xt with the Gods j they hear Apollo^s lyre, 
td from high heaven the panting bard infpire. 
r bards alope, but other writers reach 
is bold, this daring privilege cf fpeech i 
chief the orators, to raife their (enfe, 
this ftrong figure drcfs their eloquence, 
(icn with perfuafive ftrokes they plead a caufc, 
d bridle vice, and vindicate the laws 5 
on the dreadful verge of death defend, 
d fnatch from fate, a peer devoted friend. 

7 ^\^t. 
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Ev'n tlu rongh hinds delight in fuch a ilrain» 

When the glad harveft waves with golden grain. 

And thirfty meadows drink the pearly rain ; 

On the proud vine her purple gems appear j 

The fmiling fields rejoice, and hail the pregnant year. 

Firft from neceffity the figure fprung 

For things, that would not fuit our fcanty tongue. 

When no tme naihes were offered to the view, 

Thofe they transferr'd that border'd on the truej 

Thence by degrees the noble licence grew. 

The bards thofe daring liberties embraced. 

Through want at firft, through luxury at laft : 

They now to alien things, at will, confirm 

The borrowed honours of a foreign term. 

So man, at firft, the rattling ftorm to fly. 

And the bleak horrors of the wintery (ky, 

RaisM up a roof of ofiers o'er his head. 

And closM with homely clay the (lehder (he4 s 

Now^ regal palaces, of wondrous fize. 

With brazen beams, on Parian columns rife. 

Thai heave the pompous fabric to the ikies* 

But other writers fprinkle here and there 

Thefc bolder beauties with a frugal care s 

60 vaft a freedom is allowM to none. 

But fuits the labours of the bard alone. 

Who in the laws of verfe himfelf reftrains^ 

TyM up to time in voluntary chains. 

Others, by no reftraint or ftop with-held. 

May range the compafs of a wider field $ 
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The facred po€t«, who their labours fiJl 

With pleafing iidlions, or with truths at will. 

Their thoughts in bolder liberties exprefs. 

Which look more beauteous in a foreign drefs* ^ 

To ally unufual colours they impart. 

Nor blufh> if e'er dete£led in their art. 

* Sometimes beyond the bounds of truth they fly. 
And boldly lift their fubjeft to the iky ; 
When with tumultuous fhouts the heavens rebound. 
And all Olympus trembles with the found j 
Or with repeated accents they relate 
The fall of Troy, and dwell upon her fate j • 
f Oh fire ! oh country, once with glory crownM ! 
Oh wretched race of Priam, once renown'd ! 
Oh Jove ! fee Ilion fmoaking on the ground ! 
They now name Ceres for the golden grain, 
Bacchus for wine, and Neptune for the main 1 
Or from the father's name point out the fon ^ 
Or for her people introduce a town : 
So when alarm'd her natives dread their fates, - 
Pale Afric (hakes, and trembles through her fbtess 
And fome, by Achelous' ftreams alone, 
Comprife the Hoods of all the world in one. 

X Lo ! now they ftart afide, and change the ilrain 
To fancyM converfe with an abfent fwain; 
To grots and caverns all their cares difclofe. 
Or tell the folitary rocks their woes } 

• The Hyperbole. 

+ Haec verba ex incerti nominis Poet4 citat Cicifo. 

; The Apollrophc. 

To 
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To fcenes inanimate proclaim their love, ' 

Talk with an hill, or whifper to a grove. 
On you they call, ye unattentive woods, I 

And wait an anfwer from your bordenng floods. 

• Sometimes they fpcak one thing, but leave behind 
Another fccret meaning in the mind : 
A fair expreflion artfully difpenfe, 
But ufe a word that claflies with the fenle. ! 

-f- Thus pious Helen ftole the faithful fword, . 
While Troy was flaming, from her fleeping lord. 
X So glorious Drances towered amid the plain, 
And piPd the ground with mountains of the (lain j 
Immortal trophies raised from fquadrons killM, 
And with vaft fpoils ennobled all the field. 
V II But now to mention farther I forbear, j 

With what ftrong charms they captivate the eaf | 
When the fame terms they happily repeat. 
The fame repeated feem more foft and fweet. 
This, ^ were Arcadia judge, if Pan withAood, 
Pan's judge Arcadia would condemn her God. 

But though our fond indulgence grants the Mufe 
A thoufand liberties in different views, 
When-e'er you chufe an image to exprefs 
Id foreign terms, and fcom the native drrft } 
Yet be difcreet, nor fhain the point too far. 
Let the tranfition ftili unforced appear. 
Nor e'er difcover an excefs of care i 
For fome, w(e know, with aukward riolence 
Diflort the fubje6l, and disjoint the fenfe | 

* The Irony, f See Virg. ;^neid; Lib. VI; J Ihl(f. 
^ib. XI. B The Anaphora, J^See Virg. Eclog. IV. 

quite 
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Quite change tlie genuine figure, and deface 
The native fhape with every living grace; 
And force unwilling ob}e£l$ to put on 
An alien face, and features not their own. 
A low conceit in difproportionM terms, 
Looks like a boy drefsM up in giants arms $ 
Blind to the truth, all reafon they exceed, 
• Who name a ftall the palace of the Heed, 
Or grafs the treflcs of great Rhaea's head. 
^Tis bed fometimes an image to exprefs 
In its own colours, and its native dreis $ 
The genuine words with happy care to ufe. 
If nicely cuird, and worthy of the Mufe. 

Some things alternately comparM arc (hovm. 
Both names ftill true, and mutually their own ; 
But here the leaA redundance you mud fhun ; 
Tell us, in (hort, from ^vhence the hint you drew. 
And fet tUk v^hole comparifon to view ; 
Left, mindlefs of your firft ^lefign, you feem 
To lead the mind away, and rove from theme to themt» 

But now purfue the method, that affords 
The fitteft ternrs, and wifeft choire of word^« 
J«Iot all deferve aJike the fame regard, 
•Nor fuit the god-like labours of the bard; 
For wonis as fliuch may <difFer rn degree. 
As the moft various kinds of poetry. 
Though many a comiTion terai aaid word we fiiid 
OiQmAM promifcuoufly through every kin^. 

• The C^taclirefit. 
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Thofc that will never fuit th' heroic rage, ] 

Might grace the bufkin, and become the ftage. I 

Their large, their vaft variety explore I 

With piercing eyes, and range the mighty ftorc. 

From their deep fund the richeii words unfold, ^ i 

With niceft care be each expreffion ciiird, > ] 

To deck your numbers in the pureft gold. J 

The vile, the dark degenerate crowd refufe. 

And fcoin a drefs that would difgrace the Mules 

Then, to fucceed your fearch, purfuc the road. 

And beat the track the glorious Antients trod. 

To thofe eternal monuments repair, 

There read, and meditate for ever there, * 

If o'er the reft fome mighty genius fhincs, 

Mark tlie fweet charms and vigour of his lines. 

As far as Phoebus and the heavenly powers 

Smile on your labours, make his di£lion your's : 

Vour ttyle by his authentic ftandard frame, ' 

Your voice, your habit, and addrefs, the fame. 

With him proceed to cull the reft ; for there 

A full reward will juftify your care. 

Examine all j and bring from all away 

Their various treafures as a lawful prey. 

Nor would I fcruple, with a due regard. 

To read fomctiines a rude unpolifliM hard 3 

Among whofe labours I^may find a line, ^ 

Which from unfightly ruft 1 may refine, C 

And, with a better grace, adopt it into mine. • } 

How often may we fee a troubled flooti 

StainM with unfettled ouze and rifing mud! 

W.iich, 
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Which (if a weU the bordering natives fink) 
Supplies the thirfty multitude with drink. 
The trickling ftream by Juft degrees refines. 
Till in its courfe the limpid current (hines j 
^ And taught through fecret labyrinths to flow. 
Works itfelf clear among the fands below, 
f For nothing looks fo gloomy, but will fhinc 
From proper care, and timely difcipline ; 
If, with due vigilance and condu£l, wrought ^ 

Deep in the foul, it labours in the thought. 
Hence^n the Antients we mud reft alone. 
And make their golden fentences our own. 
To cuU'their beft expreflions claims our cares, 
To form our notions, and our ftyles on their's. 
Sec I how wc bear away their precious fpoils. 
And with the glorious drefs enrich our ftyles ; 
Their bright inventions for our ufe convey, 
Bring all the fpirit of their words away. 
And make their words themfelves our lawful prey ! 
UnihamM in other colours to be ftiown. 
We fpeak our thoughts in accents not our own. 
But your deiign with modeft caution weigh. 
Steal with due care, and meditate the prey. 
Invert the order of the words with art. 
And change their former fite in every part. 
Thus win your readers, thus deceive with grace. 
And let th' expreflion wear a different face j 
Yourfelf at laft, the glorious labour done, 
Will fcarce difccm bis di^ion frojQ your own. 

B b Some, 
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Some, to appear of diffidence ber^t. 
Steal in broad day, and glory in the tbeft ; 
When with juft art, defign, and confidence. 
On the fame words they graft a different fenfe } 
Preferve th' tin vary 'd tenns and order too. 
But change their former fpirit for a new. 
Or, with the fenfe of emulation bold. 
With antient bards a glorious conteft hold : 
Their richefl; fpoils triumphant they explore. 
Which, rang'd with better g^race, they varnifli c 
And give then) charms they never knew before. 
So trees, that change their foils, more proudly i 
And lift their fpreading honours to the ft.ies ^ 
And, \yhen tranfplanted, nobler fruits produce^ 
Exalt their nature, and ferment their )uice. 
So Troy's fam'd chief the Afian empire bore,- 
With better omens, to the Latian ihore ; 
Though from thy realm, O Dido, to the fea 
Caird by the Gods relu^ntly away 5 
Nor the firft nuptial pleafures could control 
The fixt, the ftubborn purpofe of his foul. 
Unhappy queen ! thy woes fuppreft thy breath ; 
Thy cares purfued thee, and furviv'd in death. 
Had not the Daidan fleet thy kingdom fought. 
Thy life had Ihone unfullyM with a fault. 

Come then, ye youths, and urge your ^nerou 
Come ftrip the Antients, and divide the fpoils 
Your hands have won — but (bun the fault of iu 
Who with fond raihnefs truft themfelves too mu( 
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For fome wc know, who, by their pride betray'd, , 
With vain contempt rejetft a foreign aid j 
Who fcorn thofe great exannples to obey. 
Nor follow where the Antients point the way. 
While from the theft their cautious hands refrain. 
Vain are their fears, their feperftition vain. 
Nor Phoebus' fmiles th' unhappy poet crown ; 
The fate of all his works prevents his own. 
' Himfelf his moulderii^ monument furvives. 
And fees his labours perifh while he lives ; 
His fame is more contra^ed than his fpan. 
And the frail author dies before the man. 
How would he wiih the labour to forbear, 
And follow other arts with more fuccefsful care ? 

I like a fair alluiion nicely wrought ; 
When the Tame words exprefs a dlflTerent thought. 
And fuch a theft true critics dare not blame. 
Which late pofterity fhall crown with fame. 
Void of all fear, of every doubt bereft, 
I would not blufti, but triumph in the theft. 
Nor on the Antients for the whole rely. 
The whole is more than all their works fupply 5 
Some things your own invention muft explore. 
Some virgin images untouched before. 

New terms no laws forbid us to induce. 
To coin a word, and fan6lify to ufe 5 
But yet admit no words into the fong, 
Unlefs they prove the Hock from whence they fprungj 
Point out their family, their kindred trace, 
And fct to view the feries of their race. 

B b * But 
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And giew and flouriftiM from the wealth of G 
Till ufc, in time, had rifled Argos' ftores. 
And brought all Athens to th' Hefpenan fliorc 
How many words from rich Mycenae come^ 
Of Greek extra£llon, in the drefs of Rome ? 
That live with ours, our rights and freedom cl; 
Their nature different, but their looks the fam 
Through Latium*s realms, in Latium^s garb tl 
At once her Grangers, and her natives too. 
Long has her poverty been fled, and long 
With native riches has (he gracM her tongue* 
Nor fearch the poets only, but explore 
Immortal Tully^s inexhaufted ftore ; 
And other authors, born in happier days, 
Shall anfwer all your wants, and beautify youi 

Oft, in old Bards, a verfe above the reft 
Shines, in barbaric fpoils and trophies drefts 
Thus Oaiil. her viftor's triumnh to comoleat. 
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But, if compellM by want, you may produce 
And bring an antiquated word in ufe j 
A word erft well-receivM in days of yort, 
A word our old* forefathers us'd before : 
Well-pleas'd the reader^s wander to engage, *% 

He brings our grandfires habit on the ftage, > 

And garbs that whilom gracM an uncouth age. ^ 
Yet muft not fuch appear in every place j 
When rang'd too thick, the poem they difgrace. 
Since of new words fuch numbers you command. 
Deal out the old ones with a fparing hand. 
• When-e'er your images can lay no claim 
To a fixt term, and want a certain name ; 
To paint one thing, the licensM Bard affords 
A pompous circle, and a crowd of words. 

Two plighted words iti one with grace appear. 
When they with eafe glide fmoothly o'er the ear. 
Two may embrace at once, but feldom more. 
Nor verfe can bear the mingled (hape of four 5 
No triple monfters dwell on Latium's fhore. 
When mixt with fmooth, thefe har(her drains are founds 
We ftart with horror at the frightful found 5 
The Grecian Bards, in whom fuch freedoms pleafe. 
May match with more fuccefs fuch words as thefe }. 
Heap hills on hills, and bid the ftru6lure rife. 
Till the vaft pile of mountains prop the fkies^ 

What words fo^vcr of vaft bulk we view. 
One of Icfo fizc may fometinacs fplit in two ^ 

* The Periphrafis. 

B b 3 Some- 
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Sometimes we feparate from the whole a part^ 
And prune the moi-e luxuriant limbft with surt. 
Thus when the names of heroes we dec]»rs» 
Names whofe unpolifhM founds offend the ear} 
We add, or lop fome branches which abound. 
Till the harfh accents arc with fmoothnefs crown'd. 
That mellows every word, and foftens every found. 
By fuch an happy change, Sicharbas came^ 
To (ink bis roughnefs in Sichacus* name. 
Hence would I rather chooie thofe dire alarma 
Of vaft Enceladus, and heaven in arms. 
And the bold Titan^s battles to reheirfe. 
Harmonious names, that glide into the veri^ } 
Than count the rough, the barbarous nations o'er. 
Which Rome fubdued of old from fliore to ihutu 

Let things fubmit to words dn no pretence. 
But make your words fubfefvient to your fcnfe j 
Nor for their fake admit a ilngle line^ 
But what contributes to the main defigo. 
Through every part moft diligently pierce, 
And weigh the found and fenfe of every vcrle. 
Unlefs your ftri6left caution you difplay, 
Some words may lead the beedlei^ Bard awayi 
Steal from their duty, and det^rt their poft. 
And fkulk in darkneis, ttidolently \o& $ 
Or, while their proper part* their fellows ply. 
Contribute nought but founA and harmony* 
This to prevent, confuU yoiMr words ; and knovr 
How i'dr their ilrength, extent, and nature go. 
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Ta all their chai^t , and their labours fit $ 

To all, their feverai provinces of wit. 

Without this care, the poem will abound 

With empty noife, and impotence of found | 

Unmeaning terms will crowd in every part, 

Play round the car, but never reach the heart. 

%t would I foraetimes venture to difperfe 

Some Vrords, whofe fplendor (hould adorn my verfe ^ 

(Words, that to wit and thought have no pretence^ 

And rather vehicles of found than fenfe $) 

Till in the gorgeous dreis the lines appear^ 

And court with gentle harmony the ear. 

Nor with too fond a care fuch words purfue^ 

They meet your (ighu and rife in every view. 

Oft, from its chains the ihackled verfe unloofey 

And give it liberty to walk in profe j 

Then be the work renewM with endlefs pain» 

And join with care the ihattef*d parts again ) 

The lurking faults and errors you may fee. 

When the words run unmanacled and free. 

Attend, young Bard, and liften while I fing | 
Lo ! I unlock the Mufes* facred fpring j 
Lo ! Phoebus calls thee to his inmoft (hrine; 
Hark ! in one common voice, the tuneful Nine 
Invite and court thee to the rites divine. 
When firft to man the privilege was given. 
To hold by verfe an intercourfe with heaven* 
Unwilling that t\C immortal art ihould lie 
Cheap, and expos'd to every vulgar eye, 

B b 4. Grett 
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Great Jove, to drive away the grottVtngcrcmtd, 
To narrow bounds confin*d the glorioas road^ 
Which more exalted fpirits may purfue. 
And left it open to the facred few. 
For many a painful talk, in every part» 
Claims all the Foetus vigilance and art. 
*Ti8 not enough his veries to con^pleat. 
In meafure, numbers, or determined feet $ 
Or render things, by clear expreflion bright^ 
And fet each obje£l in a proper light : 
To ally proportionM terms he muft difpenfe» 
And make the found a picture of the fcnfe ; 
The correfpondent words exaAIy frame. 
The look, the features, and the mien the fame.. 
Hi's thoughts the Bard muft fuitably exprefs^ 
Each in a different face, and different drefs ; 
Left in unvary'd looks the crowd be ihown. 
And the whole multitude appear as one. 
With rapid feet and wings, without delay. 
This fwifdy fiies, and fmoothly fkims away s 
That, vaft of iize, bis limbs huge, broad, and ftn 
Moves ponderous, and fcarce drags his bulk aIon| 
This, blooms with youth and beauty in bis face. 
And Venus breathes on every limb a grace : 
That, of rude form, his uncouth numbers (hows. 
Looks horrible, and frowns wkh his rough brows 
His monftrpus tail in many a fold and wind. 
Voluminous and vaft, curls up behind : 
At once the im^e and the lines appear 
Rude to the eye, and frightful to the ear. 



} 



VIDA's ART OF POETRY. yjj 

Nor are thofe ftgures gtyen without a cauie^ . 
But fixt and fettled by determined laws ; /^ 

All claim and wear, as their defcrts are knowir, /.* 
A voice, a face, and habit of their own. . \ 

f Lo 1 when the failors fteer the ponderous ihips^ ^ 
And plough, with brazen beaks, the foamy deeps. 
Incumbent on the main that roars around j 
Beneath their labouring oars the waves refound, . 
The prows wide-echoing through the dark profound 
To the loud call each diftant rock replies. 
Toft by the ftorm the frothy furges rife j 
While the hoarfe ocean beats the founding fhore,. 
DafliM frohi the ftrand, the flying waters roar, 
Flaih at the (hock, and gathering in an heap. 
The liquid mountains rife, and over-hang the deep» 
§ee through her (hores Trinacria*s realms rebound,. 
Starting and trembling at the bellowing found } 
High-towering o^er the waves the mountains ride,. 
And clafh with floating mountains on the tide. 
But when blue Neptune from his car furveys« 
And calms at one regard the raging feas $ • 
Stretched like a peaceful lake the deep fubfideS). 
And o'er the level light the galley glides. 
The Poet*s art and condu£l we admire. 
When angry Vulcan rolls a flood of fire 5 
When on the groves and fields the deluge preys^ 
And wraps the crackling ftubble in the blaze. 

f Moft of thefe examples are drawa word for word 
from Virgil. 

NOF 



If gay the fubjefty gay muft be the fong $ 
Afid the briik nuHibert quickly glide along : 
'When the ficldB flouriih $ or the fkies unfold 
Swift from the flying hinge theh* gates of gold. 
If fad the theme^ then each grave line moves flo^ 
The mournful numbers languiihingly flow. 
And dragt and labour^ with a weight of woe t 
If e>r the boding bird of nighty who moumt 
0>r ruinsy deiblatioiiy gravesy and unis» 
With piercing fcreams the darkae^ ihould invid 
And break the iilence of the diikial ihade. 
When things are fmall, the terms (hould ftill be 
For Ipw words pleafe us, when the theme is low« 
But when iCbme giant, horrible and grim. 
Enormous in hit gait, and vaft in every limb. 
Stalks towering on ; the fwelling words muft rifi 
In juft propoi'tion to the monfter*s fize. 
If fome large weight his huge arms drive to fhov« 
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Nor lefs $ when pilots catch the friendly gales. 
Unfurl their (hrouds, and hoift the wide-ftretchM fiuls. 
But if the poem fuffiers from delay. 
Let the lines fly precipitate away. 
And when the viper iflues from the brakei 
Be quick ; with ftones, and brands, and fire, attack 
His rifing creft, and drive the ferpent back. 
When night defcends ; or, fhinM by numerous ftrokeSf 
And groaning, to the earth ^rops the vaft ox 5 
The line too finks with correfpondent found. 
Flat with the fleer, and headlong to the ground. 
When the wild waves fubiide, and tempefb ctadSf 
And hufh their roarings and their rage to peace j 
So oft we fee the interrupted fbain ^' 

StopM in the midf(,— and with the filent mahn, C 

Paufe for a fpace— at lafl it glides again. ^ 

When Piiam fhriins his aged arm, to throw 
His unavtiiling javelin at the foe ; 
(His blood congealM, and every nerve unfhTing,) 
Then with the theme complies the artful fong i 
Like him, the folitary numbers flow 
Weak, trembling, melancholy, flifF, and flow. 
Not fo young Pyrrhus, who with rapid force 
Beats down embattled armies in his courfe: 
Tlic raging youth on trembling Il-ion falls, 
Burfls her flrong gates, and fhakes her lofty walls } 
Provokes his flying courfer to his fpeed. 
In full career to charge the warlike fleed j 
He piles the field with mountains of the flaln 5 
He pours, he (lorms, he thunders through the plain. 

W 
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In this the Poet's jufteft conduA lies, ^ 

When with the various fubjefls he conDph*e»9 > 

To fink with judgment^ and with judgment r\&^ J 

We fee hira now, remiflxve of his force. 

Glide with a low, and inoftenfive courfe ; 

Script of the gawdy drefs of words he goes^ 

And fcarcely lifts the poem up from profe s 

And now he brings with loofen'd reins along 

All in a full career the boundlefs fongj 

In wide array luxuriantly he pours 

A crowd of words, and opens all his (lores*. 

The lavilh eloquence redundant flows. 

Thick as the fleeces of the wintcr-fnows. 

When Jove invefts the naked Alps, and iheds 

The filent tempeft on their hoary heads. 

Sometimes the godlike fury he reftrains. 

Checks his impetuous fpeed, and draws the reins v 

Balanced and pois'd, he neither fmks nor foars. 

Plows the mid fpace, and fleers between the fliores. 

And fliaves the confines }— till« all dangers paft,, 

He (hoots with joy into the port at laft. 

For what remains unfung ; I now declare 
What claims the Poet's lafl and ftri£left care. 
When, all adventures pafl, his labours tend 
In one continued order to their end j 
When the proud vi6lor on his conqueft fmiles^ 
And fafe enjoys the triumph of his toils i 
Let him by timely difiidence be aw'd, 
Nor trufl too foon th* unpolKh'd piece abroad. 
Qh! may his rafli ambition ne'er inflame 
His breaft, with fuch a dangerous third of fam»! 

I But 
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But let the terror of difgrace control 
The warm, the partial fondnefs of his foul ; 
And force the Bard to throw his paflion by. 
Nor view his offspring with a parentis eye 1 
Till his affections are*by juftice crofl. 
And all the father in the judge is loft* 
He feeks his friends, nor trufts himfelf alone. 
But afks their judgment, and refigns his own $ 
Begs them, with urgent prayers, to be fincercy 
Juft and exa£l, and rigidly fevere ; 
Due verdiCl to pronounce on every thought. 
Nor fpare the flighteft fhadow of a fault | 
But, bent againft himfelf, and ftri6lly nice j 
He thanks each critic that deters a vice $ 
Though charg'd with what his judgment can defendfi 
He joins the partial fentence of his friend. 
The piece thrown by 5 the careful Bard reviews 
The long-forgotten labours of his Mufe i 
Lo 1 on all fides far different objects rife. 
And a new profpeCl ftrikes his wondering eyes. 
Warm from the brain, the lines his love engroft. 
Now in«themfelves their former felves are loft. 
Now his own labours he begins to blame. 
And blufhin^ reads them with regret and ihame« 
He loaths the piece ; condemns it j nor can find 
The genuine ftamp, and image of his mind. 
This thought and that, indignant he reje£ls $ y^ 

When moft fecure, fome danger he fufpefts j > 

Anxious be adds, and trembling he cone6ts« ^ 

With 
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From every linfe to wipe out every blot. 
Till the whole piece is guiltlefs of a faalt. 
Hard is thie t&fk, but needfnl, if your aim 
Tends to the profpe6l of immortal fame. 
If fome unfinifhM numbers limp behind, 
When the warm Poet rages unconfin'd, 
Then whtti his Avift invention fcorns to ftay. 
By a full tide of genius whirlM away 5 
Me brings the fovereign cure their failings claii 
Confirms the ficlcly, and fupports the lame. 
Oft as the feafons roll, renew thy pain. 
And bring the poem to the teft again. 
In different lights th' expreflTion muft be ranged 
The garb and colours of the words be chang'd 
With endlefs care thy watchful eyes muft pierc 
And mark the parts diftinft of every verfe. * 
In this perfift ; for oft one day denies 
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/'>For thus his genius takes a different face 
From every different genius df a pi ace. 
The foul too changes, and the Bard may 6nd 
A thouAind various motions in bis hiind. 
New gleams oF light will every moment rife, 
WhiJe from each part the fcattering darknefs flies* 
And, as he alters wiiat appears amifs. 
He adds new flowers to beamify the piece. 
But here, ev'n here, avoid th' extreme of fuch. 
Who with excefs of care correft too much : 
Whofe barbarous hands no calls of ^ty bonnd. 
While witli th* infe£ted parts they cut the ^nd. 
And make the cure niore dangerous than the wound. 
Till, all the blood and ipirits drained away. 
The body fie kens, and the parts decay ; 
The native beauties die, the limbs appear 
Rough and deformM witb one contsntied fear. 
No fixt determined number I enjoin. 
But when feme years ihall perfe£l the defign ; 
R^fleft on life J and, mindftil of thy fpan, 
Whofe fcanty limit bounds the days of iban. 
Wide o'er the fpacious world, without delay. 
Permit the finifli'd piece to take its way 5 
Till all mankind admires the heavenly ibng, 
The theme of every hand and every tongue. 
See ! thy pleased friends thy fpreading glory draws^ 
Each with his voice to fwell the vaft^plaufej 
The vaft applaufe (hall reach the ftarry frame. 
No years, no ages, (hall obfcure thy fame, 
And earth's laft ends fhaU hear thy darling name. 

« Shall 
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Shall we then doubt to fcorn all worldfy views» ' ' 
And not prefer the raptures of the Mufe ? 

Thrice happy Bards ! who, taught by heaven, oIkv 
Thefe rules, and follow where they lead the way 5 
And hear the faithful precepts I beftow*d« ' 

Infpir'd with rage divine, and labouring with the God,. 
But art alone, and human means muft fail. 
Nor thefe inl^ru6live precepts will prevail, 
Unlefs the Gods their prcfent aid fupply. 
And look with kind indulgence from the iky. 
I only pointed out the paths that lead 
The panting youth to fteep PamaiTus^ head ; 
And fhow'd the tuneful Mufes from afar, 
Mixt in a folemn choir, and dancing there. 
Thither forbidden by the Fates to go, 
I fink and grovel in the world below. 
Deterr'd by them, in vain I labour up, 
And ftretch thefe hands to grafp the didant top. 
Enough for me, at dilbnce if I view 
Some Bard, fome Happier Bard, the path purfue j 
Who, taught by me to reach ParnafTus* crown. 
Mounts up, and calls his flow companions on. 
But yet thefe rules, perhaps, thefe humble lays. 
May claim a title to a fhare of praift | 
When, in a crowd, the gathering youths fhall hear 
My voice and precepts with a willing ear | 
Clofe in a ring (hall prefs the liftening throng. 
And learn from me to regulate their long. 
Then, if the pitying Fates prolong my breath. 
And from my youth avert the dart of death j 

Whene'er 
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liene^er I fink 411 lifers declining ftage» 
nembling and fainting on the verge of age, 
3 lielp their wearied mafter ihall they run, 
ad lend their friendly hands to guide him on ; 
tirough blooming groves his tardy progrefs wait^ 
id fet him gently down at Phoebus* g^te^ 
le while he fings, before the hallow'd flirine^ 
le facred Poets, and the tuneful Nine. 
re then in Roman numbers will we rife, 
kI lift the fame of Virgil to the flciesj 
ifonia^s pride and boaft ; who brings along 
-ength to my lines, and fpirit to my fong : 
"ft how the mighty Bard tranfported o'er 
le facred Mufes from th' Aonian (hore ; 
d the fair fifters to th* Hefperian plains, 
id fung in Roman towns the Grecian drains | 
iw in his youth to woods and groves he fled, 
id fwectly tun'd the foft Sicilian reed j 
xt, how, in pity to th* Aufonian fwains, 

rais'd to heaven the honours of the plains } 
pt in Triptolemus^s car on high, 

fcatter'd peace and plenty from the fky 5 
-*d with his country's fame, with loud alarms, 

laft he rousM all Latium up to arms ; 
juft array the Phrygian troops beftow'd, 
id fpoke the voice and language of a God. 
iher of verfe ! from whom our honours fpring ; 

! from all parts, our Bards attend their king ; 
leath thy banners rang'd, thy fame increafe, 
d rear proud trophies from the fpoils of Greece. 

C c Low, 
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Low, io ElyfiaA vales, her hmeful tkrou^ 
Bow to thy kurdty and adore thy fong: 
On thee alone thy country turns her eyes; 
On thee her Foots future fame relics. 
See ! bow in crowds they eonrt tliy aid divine 
(For all their honours hut depend on thine) ; 
Taught frflm the womb thy nnml^rs ta rehearftv 
And fip the balmy Tweets of every verfe* 
Unrivard Bard I all ages (hall decree 
The firft unenvyM palm of feme to thee j 
Thrice happjr Sard ! thy bdundleft glory flies. 
Where never mortal muft atfimrpt to nfe j 
Such heavenly numbers in thy fong we hear. 
And more than human acceitts charm the ear (' 
To thee, his darling,. F^cebns' hands iiftporf 
His foul, his genius, and immorfal art. 
What help or merit in theft roles are fliown. 
The youth muft oWe to thy fbpport alone. 
The youth, whofe wandering feet with caK I led 
Aloft, o'er ffeep Pamaflus* facred htad ; 
Taught from thy great example to e^tplofe 
Thofe arduous paths which thou haft trod beforer. 
Hail, pride of Italy ! thy country's grace ! 
Hail, glorious light of all the tuneful race!' 
For whom, we weave the crown, and altars t^fdi 
And with rich incenfe bid the temples blaze ; 
Our folcmn hymns (hall ftill refound thy praife. 
Hail, holy Bard, and boundlefs in renown I 
Thy fame, dependent on thyfelf alone, 
Requires no fong, no numbers^ bul thy ^wn» 
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Look 4«wn ptopiihMtff And my thongMs iinfj>iit s " / 
Warm my chafte bofem tirhh thy iacred frre 1 " '^ 

Let all thy tiiMtts with jtfl their rtptiirt« roH*, 
Deep in my brcaft, and kmdle all my find I 

HORACE^ Book IL Ep. XIX, Iuitatjjd. 

An Epistle to Mr. llo«fiiif Low^tt ♦; ^ 

5npI.S faid, dear Sir, no poets pleafe the town, 

''' Who drink mere water, though from. Helicon t 
For in cold blood they fcldom boldly think j 
Their rhymes are more infipid than their drink. 
Not great Apollo could the train infpire. 
Till generous Bacchus helpM to fan the Hre. 
Warm'd by two gods at once, they drink and write, . 
Rhyme all the day, and fuddle all the night. 
Homer, fays Horace, nodti in many a place. 
But hipts, he nodded oftner o^er the glafs. i 

InfpirM with wine old Ennius fung and thought 
With the fame fpirit, that his heroes fought ; 
And we from Johnfon^s tavern-laws divine. 
That bard was no great enemy to wine. 
•Twas from the bottle King deriv'd his wit, 
prank till he could not talk, and then he writ* 
^et no coif 'd ferjeant touch the facred juice, 
]^ut leave it to the bards for better ufe : 
tct the grave judges too the glafs forbear, 
wVho never fmg and dance but once a year. 

£ ^ Now Bifliop of London, 

C c * Thi« 
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This truth once known, our poets take the hint^j 

Get drujik or mad, and then get into print : 

To raife their flames indulge the mellow Ht, , 

And lofe their fenfes in the fearch of wit : 

And when with claret fir'd they take the pen. 

Swear they can write, becaufe they drink, like Ben. 

Siich mimic Swift or Prior to their cofty 

For in the rafji attempt the fools are loft. 

When once a genius breaks through common rulesi 

He leads an herd of imitating fools. ,. r -i ' 

if Pope, the prince of poets, fick a-bed, ■ 

O'er (teaming coffee bends his aching head. 

The fools in public o''er the fragrant draught • . ,..,.< 

Incline thofe heads, that never ach'd or thought, i; 1 

This muft protoke his mirth or his difcbin. 

Cure his complaint,— or make him fick again* 

I too, like them, the poet's path purfue. 

And keep great Flaccus ever in my view 5 ' ^ 

But in a diftant Tiew— yet what I write, / 

In thefe loofe fheets, muft never ice the light j 

Epiftles, odes, and twenty trifles more. 

Things that are born and die in half an hour. 

What ! you muft dedicate, fays fncering Spence^ 

This year fome new performance to the prince.^ 

Though money is your fcorn, no doubt in time 

You hope to gain fome vacant ftall by rhyme 5 

Like other poets, were the truth but knowftt. 

You too admire whatever is your owa. :\ 

.... . ;/ 
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Thefe wife remarks my modefty confound, 
Whiie the laugh rifes, and the mirth goes round 5 
Vext at the jert, yet glad to fliun a fray, 
I whifk into my coach, and drive away. 

•» 

TO MR. S PENCE. 

Prefixed. to the Essay on Pope's Odyssey. 

5'Tp I S done — Reftor'd by thy immortal pen, 
'*' The critic's noble name revives again ; 
Once more that great, that injured name wc fee . 
Shine forth alike in Addifon and thee. 

Like curs, pur critics haunt the poet^s feail. 
And feed on fcraps refused by every gueft $ 
From the old Thracian * dog they learned the way 
To fnarl in want, and grumble o'er their prey.. 
As though they grudg'd themfelvcs the joys they feclj 
VexM to be charmM, and pleas'd againft their will* 
Such their inverted tafte, that we expe^ 
For fauhs their thanks, for beauties their ncgle6l | 
So the fell fnake rejcfts the fragrant flowers. 
But every poifon of the field devours. 

^Like bold Longinus of immortal fame. 
You read your poet with a poet's flame j 
With his, your generous raptures ftill afpire ; 
Th^ critic kindles, when the bard 's on fire* 
But when fome lame, fame limping line demands 
The friendly fuccour of your healing hands j 

* Zoilus, fo called by the angientSt 

C c 3 The 



The feather of your pen drops balm aroundy 

And playsy and tickles, Wlfik §t cutv» the wound!! -' 

While Popc'i immortal labour W furvvy, : ' H 
We ftabd'all dazzled with exceft of dayi 
Blind with the glorious blaze j-— to vulgat* fight^ r 
•Twas one bright mafs of undiftinguifliM Kght | 
But, like the towering exlgle, you alone "*-' 

PifcernM the fpots and fplehdors of the Am, ' " ^ 

To point out faults, yet never to offend j 
To play the critic, yet preferve the friend j ' : ' ' 
A life well fpent, that never loft a day } 
An ciaify fpirit, innocently gay j ^ . r 

A ftri^l integrity, devoid of art 5 ■■. ■. '.1 

The fweeteft manners, and fincereft heart; ■ '^ 
A foul, where depth of fenfe and fancy meeti - 
A judgment brigbten'd by the beams of wit, ■ ^' 
Were ever yours 5— be what you were befom^ 
Be ftill yourfelf ; the world can a4c no more. ~^ 

IMITATION of Sfenser. ' 

I. 

A Well-known vafe of fwfweigH ufe I «ftgi ' t^ , 

Pleafing to young tind dM, and J^nkn hl^« < 
The lovely queen, and eke the baughty ktjig ' ^^ 
Snatch up this vcflel in Ae murky nlghtV ' ■' '^ '^ 1 

Ne lives there poor, ne lives there Wt i Hb y wlgl^ 
But ufes it in mantle 1>iwwi <jt g^berr $ '" ' ' •^'*' " 
Sometimes it tbnds array M in j^loff^wWt* j<^^^ ' ^ 
And eft in mighty dortours mayijeteA'"' -^-"^"^ 
inia's fragile earth, with azdrefiowmsHIIfeciW' 

ILThf 
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. H- . ... .,.t wr 

Tbe^ixgin, com^y ^s tbe icwy rofe, ^^^ y 

Here gently (hed* the fo&ly-wJbi(pcring jri}i|; . .fv; 
The frannion, who oe 0iame JOie bluihing |fmif% v^ 
At once the pottef s glolTy vaie doe« fiU^ ^ .. . . ;,, 
It whisks Ukc the witters from a mill. 
Here frouzy houfewives clear their loaded rQM|6is ..pi 
The beef-fed juftice, who fat ale doth fwill, 
Grafps the roiHui-Jbandled jar> and tri^s, and ftraifis^ 

While (lowly 4nbbli»g down the fcanty wau^r diiuns*' 
III. . . 

The dame of Fraunce (hall without iham« qoi^k^ , . 
This ready needment to its proper place 9 . ■ . r. 
Yet ihali the daughters «£ the lopd «f Fay 
Learn better amcnamice and deceit grace | / . 

Warm bluflies lend a beauty to their facc^ 
For virtuc't .comely tints their ^cheeks adomi 
Thus o'er the diftant hillocks you may trace 
The purple beaming of the infant mom : 

Sweet are our blooming maids— *the (weeteft creatuset 
lK>rn. 

rv. 

None 4»ut their 'huflurnds or their lovers true 
They tmft with m;9nage0ient of their affaiss if 
^or even theie their privacy may view» 
When the foft heavy s feek the bower by pai^rs^ . 
Then fjcov the fight accoyM» like timorous hare^ 
From mate or beUiuvoiur alike they fly j 
Think p0, good fw^, that thefe are fcorn(ul^auii» 
Think not for hs^ t;t^y ^un thin^ a^fpyp, t^fi^ 
SoQf^ filial the f^k xttuma nor doae ti^^ youth^ i 
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V. ... ..V.--. 

While Belgic frcwrf acrofts a diarciiaf 'ftdve o-" r. c 
(RepltmfliM like the VeftaiViaftwg fire) 
BjTD for whole years, and fcorcirthe parts of iovc^^' 
No longer parts that can delight Mfpire, .': r* > 
Krft cave of blifs, now monumental pyre^ •■- '' 

O British maid, for ever clean and neat, • i 

For whom I aye will wake my fimple lyre, •' -^ 

, With double care preferve that dun retreat, 
Fair Venus' myftic bower, Dan Cupid's feather'd ftafi ' 
VI. 
Sq may your hours foft^iliding fteal away, ' 
Unknown to gnarring (lander and to bale, 
O'er Teas of blifs peace guide her gomielay, ■ • '■' 

Ne bitter dole impeft the paifing gale. 
O ! fweetcr than the lilies of the dale, 
In your foft breai^s the fruits of foyance grow. ^- • ^ 
Ne fell defpair be here with vHage pale. 
Brave be the youth from whom yotir bofoms f^vf^ 
Ne other joy but you the faithful iiripiings know, 

..,..,,■/ 
EPISTLE to J. Pitt, Efq,. . ..;7v.' 

In Imitation of Horace, Epift. IV. Book f. 

Dear Sir, • rr.: ^*T i 

To all my trifles you ktttndy ' •"*• -'' '^ 

But drop the critic to indulge the frieikij t ' '■'■' M • - 

And with moft chriftiari patieflcfe fofe ybi^'tlMey *'^" ■ 

To hear mc preach, or peftcr ycktmiiSfl #hyMt. ' * ' 

....-, Here 



EPISTLE TO MR. J. PITT. ^| 

with my books or friend I fpend the day, 

aow at Kingfton pais your hours away ?! / 

ftiall we fee fomc plan with raviA'd cycfl, - % ^ 
y future pUe in miniature arife ? - -• 'V 

(lodel to excel iu every part ^ 

ious Jones, or great PalJadio's art) v. 

me new bill, that, when the houfe is met, ^ 

claim their thanks, and pay the nation^ debt ? 1 
ive you ftudy'd in the filent wood - ' 

facred duties of the wife and good ? 
re, who fonird you, nobly crown'd the whole 
I a ftrong body, and as firm a foul s 
praife is yours to finilh every part 
t all th' embelliniments of ta()e and art. 
;-fee in canker'd heaps their riches roHM, 
• bounty gives new luftre to your gold, 
d your de^d father hope a greater bh'fs» 
3ur furviving parent more than this } . , 

I fuch a fon— — a lover of the laws, 
ever true to honour^s glorious caufe s 
' fcorns all parties, though by parties fought : 

greatly thinks, and truly fpcaks his thought i 
[ f 11 die chafte fcverity of fenfe, 
h, judgment, wit, and manly eloquence* 

his youth great Cato was rever'd, 
onipey courted, and by Caefar fear'd : 
he dirdain'd alike with godlike pride, 
lome and Liberty he liv'd— — and dy'd» 
ch perfeftion as you rifefo fail, . . / 

may jK^.thiak each day may be ypur laft» ii < 

Uncom- 
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Uncommon v/qfih i^ £kil^ wlfk f^t nt ftciffr v : • < i-i^i 
Still incon(iftcp»t w^^ a }f*igtb rfitff.. . , •,.. j 

The future tlmp h W€x hi yftiNr pp«^, , j . i jH 

Then 'tii clear gaia to f^'i^ ^ {iretfOtiboQr | k o,iA 
Break fnHn the ferioqs flipMgbt, ^md liHig^ «i»tt|r ^ < cii 
In Pimpern walU pfie i41( ti^y d9y; . , il 

You'll find your rkymmg kiA(m»a !vell in cife» > - 
For ever fix'd to Clie delicious place. : '^ it I 

Tho' not like L ■ >^ .'. with corpulence o^ergmi^B^: .. ; 
For he has twealy c^rcs^ and I but one. ur, ■r'^- 
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EPISTLE to Mr. Spenci. 

In Imitation of Hon AC B) £pift« X^ Boqktr/^ 

TT E ALTH from the bard who loiws die nn^ fpidi^ 

^^ To the more noble bard that haunts Hie €oiiit>8 ' 

In every other iiointcf life we ehime, ' '^ 

Like two foft lines when coupled into rhyme. - ' '*' 
I praife a fpacious villa to the iqr, - i< 

You a dofe garret full five ftoriet highj '.■'■• '* 

I revellim in nature's varied fweett) ' " 

You in the nobler fcents 4»f London ittteH. ' ' " ^"-^ 
I left the court, and here at cafe reclHuM^ - '^ *' ^ 
Am happier than the king who ftaid bdiiAd » ' • i * ' ' H 
Twelve ftifling dishes I couid firaree ^e^tKr^: • ' • < 
At home I dine with Ivxury on fmir^ ' ■ '.■.■ai^\\A 
Where would a man of judgment dtkiah A ftM^i >^ ' ^ 
^ut in a whoUbne, rural, ibft retitatr^'i - b ww^V/ 
Where hills adorn the manfion tiiey deftad f • ^ ^ <H1 
Where eetdd he better aafwer nat«ni^i itd?^ ^ '- '^ '> 
I i Hot 
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Here from tke fen the meltmg breezes rifei' •; " r-) • ' « 
Unbind the fnow, ftnd i»»arm the wintry *(k?di t " ' ' " • ' 
Here gentle gales ikte <log-ftar*9 heat allay; '' ' • ' ' "^ ^ 
And foftly breathing cool the fiikry day. ; ^ 

How free from cares, from dangeHB and affrlj^t; ^ ' H 
In pleafing dreams I pafs the fiient night i • ; < • 

Does not the variegated marble yield .^ > / 

To the gay colours of the flowery iidd ? . 
Can the New-River's artificial ftreams. 

Or the thick waters of the troubled Thanvei, 

In many a winding nifty pipe convey'd, 

Or da(h*d and broken down a deep cafcade. 

With our clear fdver ftreams in fwcetnefs vie. 

That in cternll rills run bubbling by ; 

I» dimples o'er the poliih'd pebbles pafs, i : ■ ^ | 

Glidei «'er <he iknis, or glitter through ^th^ graA ? ^ * 

And yet in town the country proTpeds pleafe» 

Where ftatdy eokmades are flank'd with trees f 

On a whole country looks the maAer dowa : . ^ 

With pride, where fcarce five «cre9 are his ovvft* >' 

Yet nature, though repell'd, maintain* b«f piffi, » 

And in her txvfi Mq tts\vtmph$ over art $ ' 

The hand-maii sow may prejiudice .fwr tafte, . i 

But the fair jpi/l«Afs wUl prevail atiaft* 

That man m^ift ^art at laft who(e fuzzkd iight ' '^ 

Miftakes in lif« faUe Colours for the right 9 > -f' 

As the p<MHVdHpe is Cw^ his loTs t9 nCf ■ * 7/ 

Who takes a PiDchj»e€k guinea for a Ame* » -01 

The wretch^who(e ffiiitic fMride kind fomiBJB*irowili(^ 

Grows twif^^ftt il^i^ wbcA the gotkMffftovttf it -^ v 

: 7H Af 
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As he, who riles when his head turns round, 
Muft tvmble twice as hetvy to th« ground* ■ . / 
Then love not grandeur, 'tis a fplendid curfe 5 
The more the Io»re, the harder the dlvoteej 
We livr far happier by thefc gorgtinrg l*pnn^ ■ • ^H 
Than ftatefmen, caoniers, counfeildrs,^ cr kings;: • ■■ 
The ftag expeU'd the courfcr from tlie ]^aiA<; ■ ' ^i 
What can he do ?■ ■ " ■■he begs the aid a£itnMsry - :\f x 
He takes tiie bit and proodiy bears- awidy . tiM.; 

His new ally.f he fights and wins tbeoby^i /< ■ ^^i t 
But, ruined by fucceTs, he (trivcs in vaia - . ;^ :'•■ 'Mu 
To quit his mafter and the curb again; j;^ :. 'x:).:v/ : 
So from the fear of. want moft wretches Ay^ ■ r )i eh\ 
But lofe their nobleft wealth, their liberty(|('' •"•ji "» t- 
To their imperioiis paflions they fubnnt^ .. :3t Um Hj 
Who nBoatit) ride, ipur, but never draw tkb Int; ^1^'> 
*Tis with your fortune, Spence, as woh' yootr Aoe^j )£ 
A largfiniay wrench^ a fmall oDei.wiing<y^arttac;u'''>> 
Then bear youf fectnne in the golden tttatoii 'Urr ■ !i 
Not every man is bofn U be a dean. ' ^^» -' ^ <" 

ni bear youriecns/ if ever I arti knoi)^ •• * •• - -i** ' 
To feek two cures, wheft fearer I iiterit one. ^^ " ^'' 
Riches, 'tis true, ~fon« fervitje Tbay aflFbrd, • ^ '^ 
But oftner play the tycisht o'er their l^td^ ' ;* ^ 

Money I fcorn, but keep a little ftilU : » « 

To pay my doftor's, or my lawyer'* ibilJi I -'" :• :Iit 
From Encombc's foft romantic fcenei i u^itc^^ ^> rij 
Deep funk in eafe, in pleafure and d^ight^ >i '/ i«/i»'c 
Yet, though her gen'roas lord himfelfisiieee^i '.i >';i 1 
'Twould be one pleafure more, could you appear. 

INV 
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INVITATION to a Friei^d at CoiirR'T; ' 

, • .: ■ ,.jl 

T F you can leave for books the orowded courts ' '1 
-■- And generous Bourdeaux for a glafs gof Port, '-f 
To thcfe fweet foiltudes without delay ■ "^' 

Sreak from the world's Impertinence away. ' ^ 

Soon as the fun the face a£ nature gilds> ' '' 

For health and pleafure will we range the fields 3 
O'er her gay fcenles and opening beauties run, ■ 

While all the vail creation is our own. 
But when his golden globe with faded light 
Yields to the folemn empiie of the night $ 
And in her fober majefty the moon 
With milder glories mounts her filvcr throne; 
Amidft tea thousand orbs with fplendour crowa^d^ ' ' 
That pour, their tributary beams around ; '~ 

Through the long levePd tube our ftrengthen*d (ight 
Shall mark diftin& the fpangles of the night } ^ 

From world to world (hall dart the boundlefs eye^ < ^ 
And ftretch from ilar to ftar, from (ky to iky* ' 

The buzzing infe^l families appear. 
When funs unbind the rigour of the year; /- 

Quick glance the myriads round the evening bower> ;i 
Hofts of a day, or nations of an hour. 
AftonifhM we ihall fee th' unfolding race, 
StretchM out io bolk, within the |K>iiih'd glafs j 
Through whoie fmali convex a new world we ipy. 
Ne'er fcen btfore, but by a Seraph's eye I / 
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So long in Harknefs (hut from human kind 

Lay half Ood's'wonderfi'to a pouiJ e^UiUi^cl ! " 

But in one peopled tlr^p we npw rturejr // 

In pride of power fome little mon^ pi^yj . ,. 

0*er tribes invifible he reigns alone^ 

And ftruts a tyrant of a worid WisoW^. ^^ ^ ^fi 

Now will we ftudy Homer^s awfirf fiage, "• 

Now warm our fouls with Pindar's nbbl^ rage i*''"' '"-^ 
To EngliOi lays (hall flaccus' lyre be RrUiig,' ^ '-^^^^ 
And lofty Virgil fpeak the Briti/h tongft^. ' "^'^ 
Immortal Virgil ! at thy facred name ' ' "^ ''"r.'^'J^ 

I tremble now, and now I pant for fame; '" ^^-'"^ 
With eager hopes this moment I stfpife ' ' ^'^^ 
To catch or emuhrte thy glorioos firfe ; ' ' '^^ '"^ 
The next purfue the raih attempt no more, :-jf'!/^ 

But dfop the quill, bow, wonder, and adbrc | "^ ' 
By thy ftrong genius crercotne attd a^'d ! -•■''■■■■ V'^ 
That fire from heaven ! that fpirit df i XJbd't '' '■' ^ '^ 
Pleas'd and tranfported with thy name I fend' ' ' '"' \ 
Beyond my theme, forgetful of niy fric'nd j * '■ "'^ 
And from my firft defign by rapt^i'e fed, '' * ' ' ' 

Ncglcft the living poet for the dead. ' .:«-^ 
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E P IS T L R to Mr. S p fe » e B> ; 

WhcnTtftWtoLofrdMiDtH.^SE*.' "' 
In Imitation of Horace, Book I. EpiL xj/tlll^ 

PENCE, with a friend youpaft the-houw •l»4f /^ 
In pointed j6fce8> yet innocently g»y ♦ ; /. 

You ever diflfer-d frojn a flatterer mor^ / 

Than a chaftc kdy from a ftasmtiog whow. 

*Ti* true you rallied every feiiilt you fbinidf . .■/, 
But gently tickled, while you cur*d the wound « . : ; 
Unlike the paultry poeta of the towa^ 
Rogues who expofe themfelves for hatf « crown t : ; '•' 
And ftill impofe on every fonl they meet ^ ,] 

Rudenefs for (enie, and ribtddry lor wit» .1 
Who, though half-ihirv*d, in fpite of tifneiaid>]ilbc^.< 
Repeat their liiymesi though dinner Jlays for gsacti t 
And as their poverty their dreiTet fit, ^ i'; 

They think of eourie a iloven is a wild ■ A^t 

But fenfe (a truth the/e coxcombs ne'er ib^e^^ .< a 
Lies juft 'twixt afie3at4oB and negle6t« .^ 

One ftep ftill lowers if you can, defcendy :'/ 

To the mean wretch, the great man's humble friend ; 
That moving fliade, that pendant at his ear. 
That two-leggM dog, ftill pawing on the peer* 
Studying his looks, and watching at the board. 
He gapes to catch the droppings of my lord i 
Ahn6, tickled to the foul at every joke, 
Like a prefsM watch, repeats what t'other fpokes 
Echo to nonfenfe ! fuch a fcene to hear ! 
*Ti9 juft like Punch and hi« interpreter. 

5 On 
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On trifles fome are earneftiy abfurd, 
You'll think the world dependt on ev^ry word. 
What, is not every mortal fiiee to fpeak ? 
I'll give my reafons, the' I break my neck. 
And what*s the qucftion ?— if it ftiines or rams^ 
Whether ^is twelve or fifteen miles to Staines « 

The wretch reducM to rags by every vice^ 
Pride, prujt£ls, races, miftreifesi and dice. 
The rich rogue (huns, though full as bad as he» 
And knows a quarrel is good hufbandry. 

^ Tis ftrange> cries Peter, you are out of pelf, 
I'm fure I thought you wifer than myfelf ; 
Yet gives him nothing— but advice too late» 
Retrench, or rather mortgage your eftate, 
I can advance the fum,— -*tis beft for both ; 
But henceforth cut your coat to match yoiir cloth* 

A minifter, in mere revenge and fport. 
Shall give his foe a paltry place at court. 
The dupe for every royal birth-day buys 
New horfes, coaches, cloaths, and liveries ; 
Plies at the levee, and diftinguifhM there 
Lives on the royal whifper for a year j 
His wenches fliinc in BrufTels and Brocade! 
And nosv the wretch, ridiculoufly mad, 
Draws on his banker, mortgages and fuils. 
Then to the country run^ away from jails : 
There ruin'd by the court he fells a vote 
To the next burgef?, as of old he bought ; 
Rubs down the fteeds which once his chariot bore. 
Or fweeps the town, which once he fervid before. 

But, 
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But, by this roving meteor led, I tend 
Beyond my theme, forgetful of my friend* 
Then take advice 5 I preach not out of time. 
When good lord Middlefex is bent on rhynie. 

Their Humour checked, or inclination croWd, 
Sometimes the friendftiip of the great is loft. 
Unlefs caird out to wench, be fure comply. 
Hunt when he hunts, and lay the Fathers by : 
For your reward you gain his love, and dine 
On the beft venifon and the beft French wine. 
Nor to lord •*»*** make the obfervation. 
How the twelve peers have anfwer'd their creation, 
Nor in your wine or wrath betray your truft. 
Be filent ftill, and obftinately juft : 
Explore no fee rets, draw no charaflers. 
For echo will repeat, and walls have ears i 
Nor let a biv.y fool a fecret know, 
A fecrci .-.ip^s him till he lets it go : 
Words arc like bullets, and we wifh in vain. 
When or.f.c dlfcharg'd, to call them back again* 



Defend, dear Spence, the honeft and the civil. 

But to cry up a rafcal that's the devil. 

Who guards a good man's character, 'tis known, ' 

At the fame time prote61s and guards his own* 

For as with houlcs 'tis with people's names, 

A fhed may fet a palace all on flames j ' 

The fire negle6lcd on the cottage preys, 

But mounts at laft into a general blaze. T ' 

D d 'Tis 
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Moft folks fo partial to thcmfelves are grow 
Tlicy hate a temper dlfFcnng from their own. 
The grave abhor the gay, the gay the fad. 
And formalifts pronounce the witty mad : 
The fot, who drinks fix bottles in a place. 
Swears at the flinchers who refufe their glafs. 
Would yoO not pafs for an ill-natur''d man. 
Comply with eveiy humour that you can. 

Pope will inftru£l you how to pafs away 
Your time like him, and never lofe a day ; 
From hopes or fears your quiet to defend. 
To all mankind as to yourfelf a friend. 
And, facred from the world, retir'd, unknowr 
To lead a life with mortals like his own. 

When to delicious Pimperne I retire. 
What greater blifs, my Spence, can I deHre ? 
Contented there my eafy hours I fpend 
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SPECIMEN of a Tranflation of the On'ysi^Yl 

THE nurfe all wild with tranfport (o^m'd tQ;/¥iHn,ii 
Joy wing'd her feet and lightened ev'ry Jip^>, m 

Then to the room with fpeed impatient borpe , < 

Flew with the tidings of her lord's retuwi. . , ., / 

There bending o'er the fleeping queen, flie criep^ . 

Rife, my Penelope, my daughter, rife . , 

To fee UlyiTes thy long abfent fpoufe, . / 

Thy foul's defire and lord of all thy vow$ j 

Though late, he comes, and in his rage ha* flain, . ' 

For all their wrongs, the haughty fuitor train. :. 

Ah, Euryclea, Ihe replies, you rave j 
The gods refume that reafon which they gaTC i 
For Heaven deep wifdom to the fool fupplics, y 

But oft infatuates and confounds the wife. 
And wifdom once was thine I but now I Bnd 
The gods have ruin'd thy diftemperM mind. 
How could you hope your fi^lion.to impofe ? 
Was it to flatter or deride my woes ? / 

How could you break a deep with talk fo vain, • / • 
That held my forrows in fo foft a chain ? . . 

A ileep fo fweet I never could enjoy , . / 

Since my dear lord left Ithaca for Troy : 
Curft Troy— oh ! why did I thy name difclofe ? 
Thy fatal name awakens all my woes : . . / 

, But fly — feme other had provok'd my rage, ; 

And you but owe your pardon to your age. 

'A 

? D d » N# 
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Till his brave father fhould his foes defeat, 
And the clofe icheme of hi* revenge compleat. 

Swift as the word the queen tranJported fprun 
And round the dame in drift embraces hung j 
Then as the big round tears began to roll. 
Spoke the quick doubts and hurry of her foul. 

If my viftorious hero fafe arrives, 
If my dear lord, Ulyfles, ftill furvives. 
Tell me, oh tell me, how he fought alone ? 
How were fuch multitudes deftroyM by one ? 

Nought I beheld, but heard their cries, flie fa 
When death flew raging, and the fuitors bled : 
ImmurM we liftcn'd, as we fat around. 
To each deep groan and agonizing found. 
CalI'd by thy fon to view the fcene I fled, 
Aiid faw Ulyfles ftriding o'er the dead ! 
Amidrt the rifiog heaps the hero flood 
All ffrim. and terriblv adorn'd with blood.. 
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